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A HEART REGAINED. 


CHAPTER I. 

A STORMY NIGHT. 

The tear-laden, budding branches 
seemed to writhe with pain as the spring 
storm bent and blew them wildly against 
the window. The thunder and lightning 
had disappeared ; but not so the black 
clouds, which continued to pour down 
their w'atery contents, making the night 
still darker. 

From comparison, the cosey library, 
with its soft study-lamp and sweet- 
scented bouquet of lily-of-the-valley, 
seemed all the quieter. 

In the light of this lamp sits a girlish 
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figure at the writing-table, on which she 
rests both arms, while her eyes are 
buried in a letter. Her slender finders 
stroke away the auburn hair which lies 
in waves on her temples and is fastened 
in a bright golden curl low on her neck. 
Her forehead is broad, almost angular ; 
her nose delicate, a little too short, or 
perhaps it is the shadow of her hand 
which has the effect of shortening it. 

Her hand denotes the same firmness 
as the broad forehead, and gives the 
impression that it is accustomed to hold 
fast the reins of government, and to 
subdue rebellious spirits. 

What can that letter contain ? She 
has read and reread it so often for the 
last hour that she must surely know 
every line by heart. 

“Most Gracious Lady, — It may be a thank- 
less service which I am about to render, and yet 
I cannot lefrain. I can no longer see you betrayed. 
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“ Your husband lias long ceased to love you, 
and his illicit connection has given him that which 
an unjust Heaven has denied you, — a son ! 

“ You must have wondered that I should have 
left your service, where I enjoyed all that heart 
could desire, or ambition covet. I could no longer 
be a witness of what I knew. Forgive my opening 
your eyes. At least, now you are warned, and 
know what to do. 

“ Should you need me, I am always at your 
service. 

“PHILLIPINE REISIG.” 

The window shook, the climbing ivy 
beat against the pane ; the chimney 
moaned with a minor strain of woe. 

Leonie was deaf to all ; and, but for 
the trembling hand which sought to 
keep the hot blood from mounting 
to her temples, she might have seemed 
a marble statue. 

There was a time when her only 
answer to a question of Burkhard’s truth 
would have been to throw herself into 
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his beloved arms, for she loved him 
widi all the passion of natures which 
accompany golden hair and gray eyes. 

She now pressed her hand to her 
mouth, to which' the tightly pressed 
upper lip gave a certain severity, and 
which then supported her full chin, as 
thought after thought threw shadows 
on eye and brow. 

Had the letter been anonymous, she 
would have thrown it in the fire with- 
out deigning it a second look ; but the 
writer seemed ready to prove what she 
asserted. 

“ Phillipine Reisig.” Leonie had been 
tempted to feel jealous of her husband’s 
partiality for “ Pinchen ; ” and when the 
latter left her service, she fancied that it 
was to hide her pretty face from Burk- 
hard. How could any one help loving 
him, with his deep blue eyes, his distin- 
guished figure, his flowing brown hair 
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and beard, his sweet smile and sonorous 
voice? How could all this be withstood? 

But alas ! alas ! The day came when 
Leonie saw those eyes grow cold, and 
heard that voice sound harsh and utter 
words of reproach, because she had no 
child. At this remembrance, a shudder 
passed through her girlish frame. 

“His illicit love has given him what 
an unjust Heaven has refused you, — a 
son.” Here was the sentence which 
held Leonie’s eye like a magnet ; and it 
seemed as if she could have borne his 
infidelity, had not this scoffing fate been 
the cause of it. 

“ Now you are warned, and not un- 
armed.” She almost laughed at the 
word. “ Unarmed,” — so completely un- 
armed ; the unhappy wife face to face 
with the still more unhappy mother, 
bound hand and foot. She did not hate 
her rival as much as she hated * herself. 
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“ Consider what to do.” Yes, that she 
would, coolly and dispassionately, as 
though it did not concern her. Hence 
she sat this stormy night, “ considering 
what to do,” but she could not decide. 
In the luxuriously furnished room near 
by, Burkhard was asleep. He slept 
quietly and soundly, for he had been up 
since three the previous morning, shoot- 
ing the last of the woodcock. 

“ Consider what to do.” Be silent. 
Was it, then, all over between them? 
The sweet ties all broken, — the deep, 
complete confidence uprooted ? She 
could do nothing for that woman. The 
child was a bastard, and could never be 
the heir. 

“ O Burkhard, Burkhard ! ” she mur- 
mured. “ Have I not made you happy, 
and is this the reason that you are false? 
I have thought of you day and night.” 
She then examined scrupulously in what 
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she should have been other than she 
was. Perchance she had not been affec- 
tionate, but it was not natural for her to 
be demonstrative. 

Her love had something of a volcanic 
nature, but its warmth was chilled by 
her childlessness ; for motherhood is the 
true woman’s passion, before which love 
itself pales if not a minister to it. Leonie 
turned away, hungry' in heart, from her 
beautiful palace and vast demesne, envy- 
ing the poorest woman who cared for 
her six little ones, while expecting the 
seventh. Yes, her eyes looked longingly 
on the very hound that lay in the midst 
of her barking, playful sucklings. She 
loved children, and all children loved 
her. 

Perhaps her husband did not find her 
pretty. He was so handsome, perhaps 
nature had taken a revenge in disap- 
pointing him in his standard of womanly 
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beauty ; and yet he used to praise her 
hair, her hands and teeth and classically 
formed feet. He had once found much 
to admire ; but that time was passed, 
and she had not observed the change, 
for vanity and jealousy had no part in 
her. Thus thought after thought racked 
the poor, sore heart, as the wind the 
groaning trees and trembling leaves. 

Then her eye fell on the words “ son ” 
and “ what to do ; ” and the quieting 
response, “ Nothing, do nothing,” 
seemed to sound in her ear. “ Is he 
not sufficiently punished in the future 
of his child ? I shall be silent. Oh, of 
what can I .speak to him? How could I 
mention the subject to him ? and to what 
use ? For the future I .shall commune 
with my books ; they, at least, lie only 
through ignorance. I shall be silent ! ” 

As she came to this decision, she' 
heard a knock at the door; a quick, 
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loud knock, which frightened her. 
What could a knock at her door at that 
hour mean ? Had the outer gates been 
left unlocked ? who could have stolen 
in ? Her heart seemed to stand still a 
moment ; then it occurred to her, that 
perhaps Pinchen had come to add to the 
tale, which perhaps, after all, was the 
imagining of her jealousy ; and, taking 
the lamp, she walked quickly to the 
door, which she opened, throwing the 
light of the lamp abroad. Seeing noth 
ing, she determined to go out ; but her 
foot tripped on something lying on the 
ground. Looking down she perceived 
an exquisitely beautiful child, with golden 
hair, and blue eyes turned on her like 
a ray of heavenly peace. 

Quickly she knelt over the baby, and, 
placing the lamp aside, ejaculated “ My 
God ! ” 

A cold hand was laid on her shoul- 
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der ; and, looking up, she saw a tall, 
gaunt figure, whose glittering eyes gazed 
at her with an indescribable anguish, 
and whose long dishevelled hair gave it 
a ghostly aspect. 

Where is he ? ” whispered the dry, 
bleached lips, — “ where ? This is his 
house, but I cannot find him.” 

“ Whom do you seek ? ” inquired 
Leonie in her deep contralto voice, as 
she arose and examined the woman, than 
whom she was a whole head taller, and 
whose thin hands wrung each other with 
the agony of despair, while the muscles 
of her face worked convulsively. 

“ Good God ! good God ! ” whispered 
the poor creature hoarsely. “ Who are 
you, and where is Burkhard ? Do you 
call him so ? or has he deceived me in 
his name too, in order that I might not 
find him ? ” 

Leonie stared at the unhappy victim, 
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and then at the child, while she said 
slowly, “ Biirkhard is my husband’s 
name.” 

At these words, the stranger started 
as if she had seen an apparition, and 
staggering back she leaned against the 
wall for support, and screamed, “ No, 
no, not his wife ! He had no wife, 
Burkhard had no wife.” 

A tempest of outraged feeling and 
sadness swept over Leonie’s expressive 
countenance; but heavenly compassion 
conquered as she asked gently, “ Is this 
his child ? come with me,” and she 
raised up the baby, and returned to her 
room. 

Turning towards the woman, she per- 
ceived her sinking to a low ottoman, 
with the blood pouring from her lips. 
Quickly Leonie laid the child down, and 
went to the woman’s side, placed all the 
cushions within reach beneath her, and 
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opened wide the window in order to give 
her air. 

The poor invalid whispered, “ He came 
no more to me, he came no more to me, 
when I showed him the child, because 
he feared that he must marry me, — his 
Mary, — his love ; and I sickened, and 
now I must die. The whole day long 
have I sought him. I must find him. I 
hid in the garden, and stole into the 
house when all was quiet, but he did not 
come out ; and when I saw the light here 
I thought, ‘ He is there, thinking of me,’ 
and I came — and find — and find his 
wife.” She beat her breast wildly, and 
struggling for breath continued, “Have 
pity on the child ! Oh, not in the 
orphan-house, my child ! not in cruel 
hands, my child ! It was not his fault 
that he was born. I thought that he 
would be my angel, my guardian angel, 
who would redeem my honor. My 


Digitized by Google 


A Stormy Niy;ht. 


19 


beautiful boy! And now I find the 
wife!” She rocked from side to side, 
and dark shadows crept over her eyes 
and brows. 

Leonie had never looked on death, 
but she felt that this must be it, and 
she trembled in every limb. 

The room had grown cold, and the 
child stirred. The woman raised herself, 
and murmured “ My baby.” Leonie 
brought it to her, and wrapped a shawl 
around her. 

The little one crept up to his mother, 
and tried to open her dress in order to 
reach her breast ; but in a feeble voice 
she said, “ Not a drop, Baldo, not a 
drop ! My poor boy is so hungry ! ” 

“ I can help him,” cried Leonie, in 
self-forgetting ardor. She was in the 
habit of keeping her spirit-lamp by her. 
in order to make a cup of tea when she 
wrote late at night. Soon it was lighted ; 
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milk was warmed and sweetened, and 
greedily drank by the child. The mother 
raised her wondering eyes, and saying, 
“ Be a mother,” laid her head back, and 
drew a long, labored breath. Her eyes 
were cast upwards, her lips parted, and 
the heart stood still. 

Leonie was not proof against the awe 
which the first sight of death brings with 
it, but she had a strong soul. She closed 
the staring eyes ; and, finding that she 
could not close the mouth, she placed a 
pillow behind the head, so that the chin 
rested on the breast, and thus pressed 
the lips together. 

The infant instinctively sought the 
maternal breast, but, finding it cold and 
rigid, pursed up its rosy lips in fright, 
and began to cry. Leonie lifted the lit- 
tle one, and commenced to sing to it 
the beautiful hymn, “ In the midst of 
life we are in death.” Like the tones 
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of an organ, the rich contralto voice was 
heard above the outside storm, while the 
young woman walked slowly up and 
down before the dead ; her little burden 
finally closed its wondering eyes in sweet 
sleep, as if abandoning an enigma beyond 
its comprehension. Then she wrapped 
it in a soft white shawl, and laid it gently 
on the divan, and seated herself to con- 
sider what was next to be done. 

Revenge was within her grasp. She 
had only to awaken Burkhard, to witness 
him suffer in a second the punishment 
of years of sin. 

All the long hours of agony which she 
had borne seized and tore her heart ; and 
as she pressed her fingers to her eyes, 
they seemed on fire. She sprang to her 
feet ; and as her eyes fell on the dead and 
on the sleeper, an inexpressible tender- 
ness drew her to the little being who at 
that moment smiled in its dreams. 
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It was the child of the only man whom 
she had ever loved, and whom she still 
loved more than herself. Would she 
take revenge on him through the dread 
spectacle which here made her own blood 
run cold ? No, no ! he must be prepared 
for it. 

Not wishing to leave the child alone, 
she raised it in her arms, and, lighted by 
the night-lamp, placed it in her own 
bed. She then seated herself on the 
edge of her husband’s bed, and called 
him. He awoke, and, surprised at see- 
ing her still dressed, inquired, “ Has any 
thing happened ? ” 

“ Much has happened to-night,” she 
answered wearily, as she handed him the 
letter, and drew forward a light, first 
shading the child with the curtain. 

The veins on Burkhard’s forehead 
swelled as he said, “ And you believe 
this ? ” 
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She put back the curtain, and let the 
light fall on the sleeper. 

“ Baldo ! ” he cried. The baby awoke, 
stretched out its little hands, and lisped, 
“ Papa." 

“ Kiss our son,” said Leonie. 

“ Leonie, you can — you will” — 

“ I can and I will. So help me, 
God ! ” 

The inner struggle was visible in th(^ 
workings of her brow, and her weariness 
of soul made her look like the P'ate who 
has just cut the thread of destiny; but 
she calmly waited until he had regained 
sufficient control to say, “ How did you 
find it ? ” 

“ I did not find it. She found me.” 

“ You ! She found you ! But she knew 
neither my name nor my residence, nor 

M 

— nor — 

“ Nor that you had a wife. No, she 
sought you in order to die beside you." 
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“ To die ! Do you speak of Mary 
“ She said that was her name.” 

“ But why do you sa)’ she wished to 
die ? ” 

“ Oh, no ! she did not wish to die. She 
did not wish to leave her child ; but she 
lies dead there in my room.” 

The.se words fell like drops of molten 
lead. Burkhard held his left hand before 
his eyes. With the right, which his 
wife still held, he clung to her with the 
grasp of a drowning man. By it sh(‘ 
measured his agony, and his love for th(* 
deceased ; but she did not move, and 
after a few minutes said, “ Do not think 
that she was a suicide. She died in m\- 
arms, from a hemorrhage.” 

His teeth chattered, and his powerful 
frame trembled, 

Leonie longed to .say .something to 
help him in his suffering, but her own 
agony was too great. Alter a long 


Digitized by Google 



A Stormy Night. 


25 


pause she asked, “ Will you not look at 
her? She is very beautiful.” 

“ Papa,” lisped the baby, and again 
slept, 

Burkhard looked at the child, and said, 
“ Leonie, you are my anchor and my 
salvation. But for thee, I would go 
mad.” He raised her hand to his lips ; 
he then rose, and, staggering towards the 
library-door, looked back inquiringly. 

Leonie merely said, “In my room. 
The lamp is burning. I shall remain 
here.” 

He groped through the hall, towards a 
door from which a faint light came. P'or 
a moment he could not decide to enter, 
and then staggered forward, and fell 
upon his knees by the corpse. 

The storm had renewed its fury, and 
broke a tree which struck the window as 
it fell to the ground. The chimney- 
seemed filled with the howling of un- 
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canny spirits. Burkhard remained a 
long while, then returned to the sleep- 
ing-room, pale and worn, and afraid to 
look his wife in the eye. She, howevx*r, 
had lain down, burying her face in the 
little one’s curls, and now feigned sleep 
in order to spare him. He went down 
stairs stealthily, and paced his study 
floor until day dawned. 

Lconie’s heart had beaten until she 
beard each pulsation, while Burkhard 
tarried by the dead woman. When he 
again opened her door, it seemed to 
stand still ; and when she ceased to hear 
his footstep, — that step for which she 
had ever listened with all the ardor of 
a bride, — it seemed to her as if she had 
lost him forever. Farther and farther it 
died away in the silent house ; and she 
buried her face in the pillow, and wept 
bitterly. 

Her tears seemed to loosen the gnaw- 


Digitized by Google 


A Stormy Night. 


27 


ing grief which had benumbed her soul ; 
but then came a helpless, hopeless feel- 
ing, as if time had come to an end, and 
the sun were dimmed forever. She 
reproached herself with having left him 
so long alone this awful night. But 
was he not there heart and soul with the 
dead ? Would she not have disturbed 
him ? “ All is past ! All is gone ! Dear 
God, help me not to murmur!” She, 
the strong-willed, the unbending, felt 
herself as weak as a little child. She 
raised herself up, and. pushing the h*air 
from her forehead, e.xclaimed, “ How 
can I be so weak and cowardly?” Her 
glance fell on the little one whom she 
had almost forgotten ; and she said to 
herself, " Poor little fellow ! will he say 
‘ mother,’ that I may hear the blessed 
word for which I have so longed, — 
‘mother’! Perhaps ‘mamma’ will be 
more easily learned, but ‘mother’ 
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expresses more. Dare I ? How can I 
deserve that which I have not conceived, 
or for which I have not labored ? Oh, 
yes, I dare, I dare. My life is shat- 
tered, my heart’s blood is wept out, my 
happiness gone ; nothing more remains 
for me. Mother, mother!” and again 
and again she kissed the little feet and 
limbs, which she had bared, repeating, 
as she wept, “ How pretty ! how 
pretty ! ” 

The day broke; and Leonie realized 
that she must do something to prevent 
the maid, who would soon come to dust 
her room, being frightened and raising 
an alarm. She went quickly into the 
dressing-room, which was separated from 
the bedroom by a portiere, combed her 
thick hair, and, fastening it on the top 
of her head, sprang into the bath, which 
cooled her burning face and refreshed 
her weary limbs. She leaned back and 
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smiled as it occurred to her that she 
must use a tub to wash the baby, 
because she did not possess a child’s 
bath ; and how warm ought the water 
to be, and whether he would kick. She 
determined to lose no time in procuring 
the best medical books on the care of 
children. 

But while busy with such thoughts, 
she heard, notwithstanding the splashing 
of the water and the drizzling rain, a lit- 
tle voice. She jumped out of the bath, 
wrapped a sheet around her, and has- 
tened to the bed where the little one lay 
as rosy as a shrimp, and looking at her 
with great staring eyes. As he felt 
her soft face close to his neck, he buried 
his fingers in her hair, laughing and 
crowing. 

The play would have continued much 
longer, had not Leonie heard sounds of 
moving about down-stairs, She put on 
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a white cashmere morning-dress, and 
rang for her maid, to whom she said with 
a beaming countenance, “See, Melanie, 
what the good God has sent me, — an 
angel. A poor woman came to my door 
last night, and, as it was raining hard, I 
brought her in ; and she lies dead in my 
room ! I do not know who she is ; but 
she bequeathed me the child, and said his 
name was Baldo. Give orders to have 
a bier brought immediately, and the poor 
woman taken to the hall in the garden : 
and then warm some milk for my child.” 
It was out ! She had said “ my child,” 
and it had not burned her lips. Good 
God ! “ My child ! ” Surely a birth had 

been that night, and she rejoiced. 

She began again to wonder if he 
could drink or creep, and once more 
rolled him on the pillow in order to make 
him crow. Her woman’s thoughts then 
busied themselves with the question of 
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what he should wear ; he then had on 
only a little shirt, and she thought it 
would be a pity to hide such loveliness ; 
but Melanie would know. The latter, 
however, was not thinking of the child, but 
had called together the whole household, 
and was holdin^r forth with as much 
authority as if she had been an eye- 
witness of all that had happened. 

Burkhard heard all the noise in the 
house, the steady step pass by his room 
as though something heavy were being 
carried, the subdued whispering ; but he 
had not the courage to open his door, or 
even to ring. He busied himself with 
his toilet, which was always a matter of 
much care to him. To-day all his move- 
ments were slow, as those of one grown 
suddenly old. The weather was not suf- 
ficiently cold to cool his burning brow, 
or to soothe his throbbing temples ; the 
perfumed water which he always sprin- 
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kled on his long beard had grown 
offensive. 

He threw himself into a chair, and filed 
and polished his nails, while his pride 
sought grounds on which to blame his 
wife. Leonie had crushed him. She had 
in cold blood driven a sword through his 
heart, and had not even stretched forth 
a hand to stanch the fatal wound. She 
had no heart, that he had long known. 
That other one had loved him and died 
for him. 

All the spirits of evil seemed alive in 
his soul. Hate, suspicion, bitterness, 
drove him hither and thither unmerci- 
fully, like a withered leaf. 

This modern Orestes knew no oracle, 
no temple whence to seek relief ; and all 
his proud spirit and deep learning were 
unable to drive the Furies from their 
stronghold. But to the modern as to the 
ancient came relief in female guise. 
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Burkhard’s door was opened ; and in 
the bright sunlight there appeared a 
vision of that for which he had wished 
and prayed, but on which he had learned 
to look as unattainable. 

Leonie, in her white robe, and crowned 
with the halo of her golden hair, stood 
holding his child with its father’s eyes. 
Before he had time to rise, it lay in his 
lap, and she knelt before him, teaching 
it to play with his watch-chain, and to 
“ listen to papa’s tic-tac,” saying, “ Is he 
not beautiful, Burkhard? Only look at 
his little cheek! and when he stretches his 
arm, there is a lovely dimple in his elbow, 
and four more in his tiny knuckles. You 
must see him take his bath to-night. We 
could not have it this morning, for we 
were too hungry. A little bed must be 
purchased, and placed near mine. No 
one must feed him but myself. O good 
Heaven, look at him, he is so pretty! — 
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Baklo, tic-tac. — Now ho wants the scis- 
sors. How can one refuse a child some- 
thin_t( without makinfr it cry ? ” 

She chatted on in* this way for some 
time, while faint smiles passed over 
Burkhard’s countenance ; but he only 
dared to look at her once. She did not 
appear to notice this, — only the child. 
When he bent his mouth towards the 
little fellow, and blew aside its curls, as 
if ashamed to show it any affection in the 
presence of Leonie, she e.xclaimed, “ Oh, 
that is not the way to kiss him ! So, 
and so, and so ; ” and she held up each 
little limb to Burkhard. The little one 
laughed as his father’s beard tickled him. 

Leonie, hearing the hearse and the 
men’s steps on the gravel, spoke all the 
faster of the child. Just as they were 
carrying out the coffin, Burkhard turned 
his head to the window, and became as 
white as death, 
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“ Every thing has been arranged,” 
said Leonie. “ Not a suspicion rests on 
you.” 

He must drink the cup of mortification 
to the dregs. She uttered no word of 
reproach ; on the contrary, she was only 
anxious to shield and help him. Her 
very silence was evidence of the chasm 
that lay between them. 

Were it not for the child, life would 
be unendurable. Unless when speaking 
to or of him, a gloomy silence prevailed. 
If Burkhard chanced to say that he 
was going out, she never asked when he 
would return. Should he return unex- 
pectedly, she did not run to meet him, 
for she remembered how she used to do 
it in happy days. It was all so hard, — 
so hard ! Nothing, save the care of the 
baby, was done spontaneously. 

Burkhard felt his heart full of tender- 
ness for his wife, but a certain shyness 
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prevented his showing it. She, believ- 
ing herself disagreeable to him, studi- 
ously tried to appear cold. The sound- 
ing-board of their love was broken, and 
could give forth no more harmony. 
How soft soever the hand that struck the 
chord, the note sounded false. The 
unspoken something continually wove a 
thick veil between them, through which 
each word or look was distorted. 
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CHAPTER II. 


BALDO. 

“ Burkhard ! Burkhard ! come, come 
quickly ! He is standing alone, and has 
taken a step.” 

It was Leonie who thus called, as she 
rushed down-stairs into her husband’s 
room, which he occupied now alone, 
because a child disturbed him; and she 
desired to be a true mother, since 
Heaven had granted her the privilege, 
— indeed, had imposed it on her. 

She was very much excited by so 
young a child’s having taken a step, and 
Burkhard had hastened up-stairs to see 
the wonder; but she had marvelled that 
he did not sympathize with her feeling. 
Surely the key to his heart was gradually 
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slipping from her grasp, and her 
passionate devotion had made her slow 
to observe it. 

She had imagined that he would be 
perfectly happy, now that his great desire 
was fulfilled ; and she flattered herself 
that she had been in a measure instru- 
mental in procuring him that happiness. 

But he could not be cheerful. The 
child was a continual reproach to him. 
He fancied that were it not for him, 
whose resemblance to his mother in- 
creased every day, it would have been 
easier to forget Mary and that dreadful 
night. P'urthermore, he was jealous of 
Leonie’s tenderness for the boy, which 
she showed with all the earnestness of 
her nature. “She has nev’er loved me,” 
he said a hundred times to himself; and 
the thought lent a quiver to the lip, and 
a sadness to the eye, which made Leonie 
believe that he still mourned for the 
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dead, and impatiently she would solilo- 
quize, “ There remains to him what was 
best of her : she was only a servant.” 
When perhaps he most longed for her 
caresses, they were withheld on account 
of that eternal shadow which was far 
from his thoughts. 

He remembered Leonie’s young love, 
and her touching resignation that she had 
not children, which sometimes brought 
him near confessing his own faithless- 
ness. But now she seemed haughty in 
his eyes. She appeared to tolerate him 
merely for the sake of the boy, of whom 
she was as proud as though she had 
borne him. 

Still Leonie wondered over her idol’s 
precocity in saying “ mamma,” “ ta,” and 
“ bath.” The latter he applied to every 
stream and river. He was very quick in 
attempting new words and in walking; 
and she was untiring in teaching him, 
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unconscious of the danger of over-excit- 
ing the young brain. When only a year 
and a half old, he spoke a good deal, and 
his voice seemed to fill the whole house. 

Burkhard was conscious that there 
was much conjecturing rife, and that not 
a few recognized the father’s eyes in the 
boy. Leonie’s perfect happiness made 
her blind and deaf to it all. “ O Burk- 
hard!” she would say, “who could have 
thought that our lives would have been 
so happy ? Now nothing more is want- 
ing,” It was on his lips to say, “ I want 
you,” but, feeling that he had no right 
to the reproach, he was silent ; and his 
silence estranged them, for in her heart 
she accused him of ingratitude. 

The child became the idol of the 
house ; he seemed the pivot on which 
every thing turned, so that soon aught 
else, even guests, were a disturbance. 
Baldo was not spoiled : he was one of 
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those characters that have ever even 
more love to ^ive than they can re- 
ceive. 

One clay the following conversation 
took place : — 

“ And so you found me in a dower, 
mamma. Which flower ? Show it to 
me. 

“ It is now faded, darling.” 

“ And an angel left me there. Where 
did he bring me from ?” 

“Probably from heaven. You were 
too little to tell me where you came 
from.” 

“ Why did you not ask the angel ? ” 

“ I .saw his wings only, just as he was 
flying back to heaven.” 

“ And were vou sure that I was for 
you : 

“Oh, yes! (]uite sure. You were in 
my garden.” 

■ “ And was papa glad ? ” 
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The quick blood flew to Leonie’s face 
as she answered. — 

“ Oh, so p^lad ! For we liad prayed to 
God every day to send us a baby.” 
Burkhard had listened to this prattle 
while apparently buried in his news- 
paper by the fire. 

Leonie sat working quietly at her 
spinning-wheel ; but at the last word the 
thread broke, and she stooped down to 
fasten it with her small silver hook, 
.'\nd the boy continued, — 

“Then we must pray to him to send 
me a little brother or sister.” 

The husband and wife exchanged 
glances: and Leonie said gently, with 
a sigh, “ Have you not yet enough ? 
You have your goat-carriage, your pony, 
your big dog and little puppy; and you 
are not contented.” 

The child seemed lost in thought, and 
his eyes grew deeper as he answered, 
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“ Yes, I have enough. If I could only 
divide it, it would be nicer.” 

From that day forward she always 
took him with her to visit the poor, and 
encouraged him to give of his own 
clothes and playthings. Soon he was 
looked upon as a messenger from 
heaven, as he appeared with his golden 
hair and soft voice. The latter was clear 
as a bell ; and when Leonie’s contralto 
accompanied him, Burkhard used to call 
it his evening concert. As he rode out 
with his father, his locks flying in the 
wind, the people came to their doors 
to admire the picture, — ^*the handsome, 
respected man, and the graceful boy. 
followed by a pair of beautiful hounds. 

Leonie would leave the teaching of 
her child to no one. She charered her- 
self with the duty, and was astonished 
at his cleverness. Every thing seemed 
so easy to him, that she was tempted to 
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urge him further than was prudent for 
a boy scarcely six years old. She deter- 
mined to have him examined by two 
prominent teachers, for she feared that 
she did not advance him sufficiently. 
They were very much astonished at his 
answers, but advised her not to require 
too much, warning her of the danger 
of over-exciting his brain. She looked 
at them in astonishment. He should 
have all her strength of mind ; and so 
he had to a certain point, but here 
seemed to enter the ethereal which per- 
chance the departing spirit of the dead 
mother bequeathed him, — a something 
which made people say as they looked 
at Leonie and Baldo, “ It is easy to see 
he is not of her blood, else would he be 
more robust.” 

Burkhard had lately taken refuge from 
his own thoughts in a public-spirited 
activity. He established a savings bank. 
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a cattle-market. He purchased the most 
improved agricultural machines, and lent 
them to the peasants. The people with 
one voice proclaimed him their univ’ersal 
benefactor. Through his influence a rail- 
way was built, an exhibition was held, 
the breeding of cattle and the manage- 
ment of crops were better understood 
In the neighborhood. 

An orphan-asylum and a deaf-and- 
dumb institution owed their existence to 
him. Happiness and success followed 
his footsteps, so that he was almost an 
object of envy. His winning, persuasive 
manner led men to believe that they 
were carrying out their own convictions 
in following his suggestions. 

At first all this energy was powerless 
to win him a loving look as of old from 
Leonie ; but by degrees she became 
proud of him as she heard on all sides 
of his noble deeds. 
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The “harvest-home” came, and Baldo 
was the leader of the children in happy- 
sports. Then the “ threshing ” with its 
accompanying dancing and singing. 
Altogether, such a happy state of things 
existed on the estate as could be found 
only under the best of landlords. 

The surrounding gentry came to the 
festivities, and began to find Leonie quite 
agreeable, notwithstanding that her un- 
usual cleverness had heretofore held them 
in awe. 

Often parents of unmanageable chil- 
dren begged her permission to bring 
them to her. At first she hesitated, lest 
they might spoil Baldo, whom she gov- 
erned by love ; but discovering that he 
was benefited, and his emulation strength- 
ened, by companionship, it ended by her 
having quite a school of his little play- 
mates. 

.Baldo, like a guardian spirit, had 
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awakened all that was best and noblest 
in both parents. The children called him 
“ Friedlein ” ‘ because of the peculiar 
power which he possessed of making 
peace in all their quarrels, and of saving 
them from punishment. The people 
loved to relate how he had received a 
blow which was meant for another, and 
looked up at the angry peasant with such 
a heavenly expression, that the latter 
threw away his whip, convinced that he 
had met an angel; The boy whom he 
had in this instance saved became hence- 
forth his inseparable shadow, so that one 
commonly heard the remark, “ There go 
Friedlein and his Toni.” They built log 
houses together, roofing them with bark 
and moss, and provisioning them with 
red apples, where they played keeping 
house. 

There was only one person in the 

' Little peace. 
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neighborhood to whom Baldo showed a 
dislike, and, strange to say, he was alone 
in this feeling ; on the contrary, the ob- 
object of his prejudice was commonly 
known as “ the pretty Wilma,” and it 
was only her want of fortune which pre- 
vented her having many suitors. Her - 
figure was tall and willowy ; she w'ore 
her rich brown hair short, leaving her 
white neck and forehead entirely uncov- 
ered, with the exception of the left tem- 
ple over which a curl fell. Her well- 
arched eyebrows shaded hazel eyes that 
were in turn brilliant and languid. Her 
skin was snow-white, her cheek a deli- 
cate changing pink ; and when the short 
lips parted, they showed dazzling rows 
of teeth. 

On foot or on horseback, in hunting 
or fishing parties, in dancing or target- 
shooting, Wilma was always foremost in 
life and spirit, and the object of much 
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contention among her admirers. In- 
deed, it was hinted that she was respon- 
sible for two duels and one suicide ; but 
that was only gossip born of jealousy of 
the pretty Wilma, who spoiled so many 
girls’ love affairs, appropriating the ad- 
mirers, while she herself remained as 
unmoved as a marble statue. 

Leonie had seen this beauty but sel- 
dom, for her many occupations prevented 
her taking an interest in the gatherings 
where Wilma shone ; which made her 
often the subject of the latter’s sarcasm. 
This was also unknown to its victim, for 
she was not one to whom gossip-carriers 
were apt to come; not even Burkhard, 
who, since that eventful night, could not 
divest himself of a certain awe for her 
strong, noble character. 

“ Mother,” said Baldo one day, — he 
always addressed her as “ mother ” 
when he had any thing of importance 
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to communicate, — “ she called me 
Friedlein ; and I am not Friedlein to 
her, only to those whom I love ; and I 
hate her.” 

“ Of whom are you speaking, child ? 
and how can you utter so naughty a 
word ? You cannot be called Friedlein 
if you hate any one.” 

“ Why, you know, mother, she whom 
papa finds pretty, and who rides with us 
sometimes, and who speaks so fast, and 
such stupid things of which she knows 
nothing. She speaks of wicked things, 
mother, which Toni would never men- 
tion. 

Leonie became suddenly serious, and 
for a moment seemed not to quite un- 
derstand the boy, but looked as if a 
spectre appeared in the distance ; and 
with an effort at self-control, she said, 
“ When my Friedlein hears people say 
wicked things, he must say to himself 
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that perhaps they never had a careful 
mother.” 

“ And when I see them turn their 
back on the poor, mother, what must I 
do ? ” 

“Then Friedlein must go very quietly, 
when no one sees, and help the poor. 
One must be very good in order to 
deserve so pretty a name.” 

“ But when she calls me so, mother ” — 
“ Can you not bear it, child, on ac- 
count of so many good people who ga\'e 
you the name ? Who knows but some 
time you may be able to do her a little 
good ? ” sighed Leonie. 

After this conversation with his mother, 
Baldo said to Toni, in their playhouse, 
“ Do you know, when Wilma falls, and 
breaks her leg, we will carry her in here, 
and take care of her.” 

“ But how shall we manage to have 
her break her leg ? ” asked Toni. 
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“ Oh, vve will ask God.” 

“ No, Friedlein, we will make a hole 
into which the horse will step.” 

“ Oh, no, Toni ! Then that would be 
our work and not God’s.” 

“ Well, what shall we lay her on ?” 

“ On moss.” 

“ On nettles,” suggested the revenge- 
ful Toni, to whom Wilma had been rough 
when he did not get out of her way; of 
which, indeed, he was purposely guilty, 
because his Friedlein hated her, and be- 
cause she was so haughty towards the 
friend whom he followed like a dog who 
snarls and bites the hand lifted against 
his protector. 

“ She whom papa finds so pretty,” fell 
from the child’s innocent lips on poor 
Leonie’s sore heart like a lump of ice 
that would not melt. “She whom papa 
finds pretty.” She was provoked with 
herself, that these words should make 
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such an impression ; but with her newly- 
learned reserve towards Burkhard, she 
determined to be silent and to observe. 
She saw that Wilma was constantly oc- 
cupied about her husband, and, uncon- 
sciously to him, was entrapping him in 
her wiles, while he certainly was not in- 
different to her charms. 

With her accustomed self-control, how- 
ever, she showed neither irritation nor 
bitterness, but turned with still more in- 
tense love to the child. She did not like 
to see Burkhard and Wilma take Baldo- 
with them on their rides, and had suc- 
ceeded more than once in preventing it. 
But one day the child pleaded so ear- 
nestly, impatiently insisting that nothing 
could happen to him, he had grown such 
a big boy, she unwillingly gave her per- 
mission. During their absence she wan- 
dered aimlessly through the house, took 
up a book, and read and reread it until 
the twilight began to fall, 
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The servants had set the table on the 
terrace for supper, and still there was 
no sound of horses’ feet. Leonie grew 
very uneasy, and walked up and down 
on the gravel walk which led to the gate. 
Had she but known in what direction 
they had gone, she would have driven to 
meet them. She reproached herself for 
not having accompanied them ; for who 
could tell what foolishness that madcap 
Wilma might be guilty of, not consider- 
ing how much a little child could bear? 
In imagination she saw Baldo carried 
home senseless, and Burkhard with 
broken limbs, until the perspiration from 
anxiety stood on her forehead, just as 
she recognized the sound of horses in the 
distance, and father and son soon dis- 
mounted. 

Heretofore Baldo was always the first 
to jump from the saddle, and spring into 
his mother’s arms ; but to-day he waited 
to be lifted down. 
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“ What is the matter, my child ? and 
why are you so late ? ” asked Leonie. 

“ A thousand pardons, Leonie,” an- 
swered Burkhard. “ We rode rather 
far, and Baldo became suddenly so tired 
that we had to go slowly ; hence our late 
return.” 

She drew the boy towards the lamp, 
and said, “ How pale you look ! Has 
any thing happened ? ” 

“ I am only tired ; it was so hot.” 

“But it is. now nice and cool,” sug- 
gested Burkhard. 

“ Yes, it is cold — no, hot,” added the 
child wearily, as he stared about him 
vacantly. 

Leonie looked reproachfully at her 
husband ; and taking Baldo in her arms 
she carried him up stairs without a word, 
undressed him, put him to bed, and 
brought him some bread and milk. 

He tasted the milk, but refused the 
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bread ; said he was too tired to eat, 
and wished to go to sleep. In a few 
minutes his deep breathing showed that 
he was in a heavy sleep. 

Leonie called the nurse, and told her 
to remain by the bed until she returned. 

Down stairs she found her husband 
impatient at her delay ; he was hungry, 
but would not commence alone to eat. 
He scolded her for being so uneasy con- 
cerning the boy, and said that it would 
be much better that he should go to 
school where he would not be pampered. 
She said nothing. Her heart was too 
full of care and an.\iety to argue while 
her husband was so irritated. 

The dew began to fall, the evening 
became cooler, and they went into the 
drawing-room, discontented with them- 
selves and with each other. Leonie 
went up-stairs once, and finding the boy 
still pale, but sleeping, she came down 
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again, and took up a book ; while Burk- 
hard also read, and smoked. A moth 
flew between them, burned itself at the 
lamp, and fell dead on the tablecloth. 
Leonie looked at it, and wondered why 
so many would persistently fly into the 
flame that had already burned thousands. 
Her glance wandered to Burkhard ; and 
it seemed on the tip of her tongue to 
warn him, and by a tender look to draw 
him back to her before it was too late. 
She was on the point of rising, drawing 
a stool to his side, and opening her heart, 
when some one knocked carefully at 
the door. 

Burkhard called out “ Come in ; ” and 
the nurse entered, saying, “ I don’t 
know what is the matter with- the child. 
He cries out in his sleep, his cheeks are 
very red, and he rubs his head continu- 
ally, and I cannot waken him.” 

Leonie did not wait to hear the last 
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word, but flew up-stairs, and threw her- 
self on her knees by the bed. Baldo’s 
face was purple. He opened his eyes, 
looked at her, and cried out, “ Oh, my 
head ! my head ! ” 

She called for some ice, and ordered 
the carriage to be sent immediately for 
the doctor. She put warm cloths to his 
feet, and ice to his head, which seemed to 
relieve him ; at least, he opened his eyes, 
and said “ good mamma,” and again fell 
asleep, but soon resumed calling out 
loud. 

When the physician came, she did not 
dare question him. He approved of all 
that she had done, and ordered com- 
presses to be applied to his body ; but 
he looked so serious, she felt almost 
paralyzed. 

Burkhard asked many questions, and 
groaned aloud as the doctor pronounced 
the words “ brain congestion ; ” and hu 
suggested that it might be a sunstroke. 
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“ Has he been much in the sun to- 
day ? ” asked the doctor. 

“ Somewhat,” was the hesitating reply, 
and Burkhard shrank from his wife’s 
accusing eyes. 

The morning dawn found them all 
still around the sick-bed, where a burn- 
ing fever was now raging, while the in- 
coherent raving nearly broke Leonie’s 
heart. 

Little Toni came, and begged so ear- 
nestly to be permitted to see his friend, 
no one could refuse him. He sat in a 
corner, and, white as death, fixed his eyes 
on the invalid, who in his delirium cried 
out “ Toni, Toni ! ” Toni came forward, 
and took the burning hand in his, but 
the sufferer did not know him.’ Wild 
fancies and cries of pain alternated, and 
then gave way to a state of semi-uncon- 
sciousness, until on the third day Baldo 
was dead. 
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Leonie threw herself on the little 
body, and would not let it out of her 
arms. She heard nothing, saw nothing, 
and the bystanders remained powerless 
before her wild grief. 

Toni approached her, and, choked by 
sobs, said, “ May I not kiss him ?” 

The sound seemed to thaw the stream 
of tears which burst forth. She drew 
her darling’s little friend towards her, 
and stroked his head fondly when he 
said, “ Friedlein is cold.” 

It was four days before she could be 
induced to let the little corpse be buried. 

Burkhard came into the room two or 
three times, but quickly went away again, 
for he could not bring himself to look on 
the dead. 

Once again it was Toni who brought 
comfort to Leonie’s poor, stricken heart. 
He brought some flowers, saying, “ Now 
he has much more beautiful flowers in 
heaven, has he not ? ” 
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She felt ashamed of the selfish sorrow 
that would deprive her angel of heaven, 
and, recovering something of her old 
courage, gave directions for the funeral. 

Over the grave she erected a simple 
white cross with merely the word “ Fried- 
lein ” engraved. 

For many weeks the quiet of death 
prevailed all over the estate. Leonie 
coukl not bear the sight of children ; 
even Toni she saw but seldom, and then 
generally at Baldo’s grave, for which they 
both loved to care. 

She continued to be the generous 
helper of the poor, the conscientious 
mistress of her house ; but every action 
seemed actuated by a stern sense of duty, 
particularly all relating to Burkhard, who 
remained out of doors as much as pos- 
sible. 

She staid alone in the silent house ; 
her lips set closer and closer, as if she 
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had forgotten how to speak ; and her 
eyes over-spread with a far-off, dreamy 
look, as though she herself were of the 
dead. 

The world went on. Wilma had come 
to ask her pardon if her thoughtlessness 
had been the cause of Baldo’s death. 
Leonie could not see her, and Burkhard 
had to receive her. 

Wilma was so inconsolable in her self- 
accusation that he said the boy had 
always had a too excitable brain, and 
had been too much forced in his studies, 
so that the ride had probably at the worst 
but accelerated the end. 

Soon it was reported that Leonie 
blamed herself so for having made 
Baldo study too much, she was on the 
eve of becoming crazy. 

People looked at her askance, which 
she interpreted as sympathy, and took a 
sad pleasure in the belief that her dar- 
ling was so universally mourned. 
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WILMA. 

The first time that Leonie again saw 
• Wilma was on the occasion of a ride 
in the woods, which Burkhard had pro- 
posed. “It is such a beautiful day,” he 
said. “ We shall not have many more 
such ; and then you will have the whole 
winter to imprison yourself, as seems to 
have become your delight of late.” The 
closing part of the sentence was said 
with a certain tone of impatience. 

“ You are right,” she replied. “ But 
really, you appeared to have forgotten 
that I could ride : it did not occur to me 
that you had missed me.” 

She hastened to put on her riding- 
habit. He looked after her with a frown ; 
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but when mounted, he could not but 
admire her dexterity in managing her 
horse, as if she had been constantly in 
the saddle. Her perfect fearlessness 
showed itself when she was on horse- 
back. 

It was late autumn ; the dry leaves 
rustled beneath the horses’ hoofs, and 
the sun’s rays shone through the bare 
branches, or few remaining golden leaves. 
Leonie rode a chestnut horse, whose 
glossy coat rivalled his mistress’s own 
golden locks as they floated in the bright 
air. They halted at a spot which com- 
manded a good view, and Burkhard 
pointed with his whip to the different 
objects of interest. She drew aside the 
veil which she had worn of late, and 
her eyes seemed to wander farther and 
farther. “ Oh, yes ! ” she cried suddenly, 
“ that is the ride we took so often in our 
early married life ; and how you once 
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teased me, Biirkhard, just by those 
beeches ! Do you remember ? ” 

He made no reply, and a sigh escaped 
Leonie. He had joked with her on the 
probability of an heir ; and now both their 
thoughts were travelling back over the 
path of life, which in those days seemed 
so smooth, but which had had so many 
windings. They were so buried in 
silence that the sound of horses’ feet and 
a call of recognition startled them ; and 
turning round, they perceived Wilma 
mounted on her black Arabian, and ap- 
parently embarrassed, as she said, “ I had 
no idea, — it was so still ! I beg a thou- 
sand pardons if I disturb you.” 

Burkhard had turned very red, and 
exhibited an awkwardness quite foreign 
to his usual cool self-possession. 

Leonie answered in a friendly tone, 
“ You do not disturb us in the least. 
Why should we not all enjoy the beauti- 
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ful day together ? We were going to 
Wildhof ; and, if it be agreeable to you 
to accompany us, it will give us a great 
deal of pleasure.” 

Burkhard could not believe his ears. 
What could Leonie mean ? He had 
never gone to Wildhof since the fatal 
ride with Baldo. She, however, turned 
her horse in that direction, and the 
others exchanged glances in silence. 
Did Leonie know that Wildhof was two 
hours away ? 

Wilma had anticipated that their first 
meeting would be at least stiff, and now 
every thing had come about so simply. 
Leonie was almost gay in manner, and 
yet a troubled cloud hung over her 
brow. After riding some time she sud- 
denly turned around, and looked earnest- 
ly at her companions, who both turned 
red. She became deathly pale, and 
galloped on. Her eyes betrayed the 
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agitation of her soul ; they were alter- 
nately brilliant and overcast, — not un- 
like the glowing rays of the sun and the 
dark shadows of the bed^ch-trees. 

When the road became broader, she 
reined up, and let Wilma ride between 
her and her husband, saying, “ The 
autumn air makes one hungry ; at Wild- 
hof we can get milk and particularly 
good black bread. The hostess is quite 
proud of it.” 

“ You did not know, or had forgotten, 
how long a ride it was, Leonie,” said 
Burkhard. 

“ Then I must indeed have a very'^ 
short memorv." 

The answer sounded simple, but to 
Burkhard it was like a slap in the face, 
rhey tried in vain to hit on some indif- 
ferent subject, and lapsed into silence 
until Leonie said, “ Here is the house. — 
Rademann, give the young lady some- 
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thing to eat. She wants to taste your 
bread. — Burkhard, will you do the 
honors ? I want to catch the view over 
there, you know, the path by the oaks.” 

Without waiting for an answer, she set 
off on a gallop, and soon disappeared in 
the oak wood which still tenaciously kept 
its foliage. 

“Will you dismount ?” asked Burk- 
hard, as he stood close to Wilma, and 
looked into her eyes. 

“ Oh, no ! ” she answered ; but she 
seemed as though she could cry, and fall 
into his arms, her annoyance was so un- 
bearable. She hated Leonie who tor- 
tured her, and she pitied more than ever 
the man who she thoup;ht deserved so 
much happiness in his marriage. With- 
out doubt, she said to herself, Leonie 
worried him with her jealousy, and had 
undertaken this ride only just to see how 
they would act together. But she had 
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seen nothing, absolutely nothing, and 
not a word had been spoken. If the 
ride home were only over ! 

All these thoughts passed through 
Wilma’s brain while Burkhard handed 
her the bread and milk, and was answer- 
ing the remarks of the host absently. 

The contrast between the black bread 
and her white teeth, and the beautiful 
color in her cheeks, occupied his mind 
more than Leonie’s conduct. 

Leonie had reached the desired spot, 
which commanded the view of a some- 
what ruined castle, situated on a wooded 
eminence at the foot of which a calm 
stream wound its way. .She looked fixedly 
at it ; her bosom rose and fell as the 
breeze waved her long veil about like a 
flag of distress. A tear trickled slowly 
down her cheek, and fell on her habit ; 
she wiped it away with her handkerchief, 
and hastily dried her eyes as she heard 
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the sound of the horses coming towards 
licr, and busied herself with buttoning 
her gloves. 

“ The bread was very good,” said 
Wilma. “ But oh, how beautiful it is 
here! In all my wanderings I never 
chanced on this spot.” 

“ It is homelike,” assented Leonie. 

" Homelike, — that I am not so sure 
of : ghostly, rather, and very mysterious.” 

•• Leonie has a great fancy for this 
ruin of Altwehringen,” said Burkhard. 
■He and Wilma seemed ver>’ much ex- 
cited. but Leonie did not appear to notice 
it as she remarked, — 

“ I think it would be lovely to live 
there.” 

“ It depends on with whom,” Wilma 
added laughingly. 

“ Alone, of course,” continued Leonie, 
as she looked with wide-open eyes at 
the young girl. 


Digitized by Google 



Wilma. 


7 * 

“Alone!” exclaimed Wilma, with a 
shudder. 

On their way home Leonie made her 
young companion talk incessantly ; and, 
as it was growing dark, she decided to 
accompany her as far as her father’s 
house, saying, “ They will beuneasy about 
you. You must excuse me for keeping 
you out so late.” 

“ I never allow any one to be anxious 
on my account,” was the pert reply ; but 
the blood flew to her cheeks, for she 
remembered the ride with Baldo. She 
was nervously excited on the way home, 
owing to the discomfort which Leonie’s 
presence caused her. She breathed 
quickly as she went up-stairs to change 
her dress ; and having laid her hat on 
the bed, she stood opposite the glass, 
looking at her dishevelled hair, as an 
elder brother came in with a hurried 
step, and asked. “ What do you mean 
by this late ride ? ” 
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“ To amuse myself.” 

“ Hut it does not amuse us ; and father 
sends you word not to appear before 
him this evening, but to consider how it 
makes him feel to have you riding at this 
hour with an admirer. Were I in your 
place, I would be ashamed.” 

“ Have you done ? ” inquired Wilma 
with evident amusement. “ Please to 
understand that his wife took me with 
them. With her have I ridden, and she 
it was who took such a round, and begs 
papa’s pardon for bringing me home so 
late. She feared you would be an.xious.” 
“What can It mean?” said the young 
man, puzzled. “ It Is perhaps her whim." 

“ That woman has no whims, and never 
acts without a reason. What can it be ? ” 
This was the (question which Burkhard 
also was asking himself as he rode home 
silently. He could not fathom his wife. 
Arrived at home, she merely took off' her 
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hat in order not to keep him waiting for 
dinner. She looked very pale, and did 
not utter a word until they had gone to 
the drawing-room, and he had lighted 
his cigar. Then she went to him, still 
clad in her riding-habit, and said, — 

“ Burkhard, we shall separate.” 

He .sprang to his feet, and said, 
" Never ! ” 

vShe drew him gently back, and added, 
“ Uo not say that, Burkhard. I know 
you better than myself, because I love 
you better than myself, notwithstanding 
that I have failed to make you happy.” 
“ I was not worthy of you,” replied 
her husband. 

“ No, no, do "not .say that, I have 
always had the highest respect for you, 
and ever will ; and if Wilma becomes 
your wife” — 

“ But I never thought of marrying 
her.” 
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“ Of course not while I am in the way. 
Nevertheless she has great attraction for 
you ; and I believe, I hope, she loves 
you.” Leonie’s voice faltered as she 
continued, — 

“At all events, she would marry you if 
it were possible.” 

“ O Leonie ! How can you ? Do 
you count for nothing all the years 
past? I cannot part from you. I can- 
not exist without you.” 

“You deceive yourself, Burkhard. For 
years you have made me conscious that 
I did not fill your heart. Then came 
another who for a little while contented 
you.” Her lips trembled. “ Now, since 
you have met Wilma, your heart belongs 
to her alone ; and it would be cowardly 
in me to usurp the place of another ; and 
she will bear you sons, and make you 
happy.” 

“ Perhaps I have deser\^ed these words 
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from you, Leonie, for not having made 
you happy. Hut I could not have be- 
lieved that you would be jealous : I 
thought you above it.” 

' “Jealous! In the deepest examina- 
tion of my heart I do not find the feel- 
ing, only the conviction that I am not 
sufficient for you, that each day you are 
disappointed in me, that you ” — 

“ That I have lost my place in your 
heart, and cannot recover it.” 

“ Perhaps you have not sought it.” 

. “ Baldo found it, and filled it com- 
pletely.” 

At this last remark of Burkhard’s, 
Leonie’s eyes fairly flamed as she said, 
“ And you reproach me with this ! ” 

“ You say,” continued Burkhard, “ that 
I forget you ; but you forgot me entirely 
for the child.” 

“You convince me, Burkhard, that I am 
not the right one for you. Let me go.” 
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“ Will you desert me, my only friend ? ” 
“ I shall always be your friend, and I 
do not propose to go far away, — only 
to Altwehringen. There shall I reside, 
and be found when I am wanted.” 

“ There — all alone ! ” cried Burkhard, 
his eyes streaming in tears. 

“ Oh ! ” replied Leonie, “ I am better 
alone, — better alone.” She thought, 
“ My life is shattered and vain ; ” but she 
merely said aloud, “ You will mix with 
the world, and have a woman of the 
world for your wife. You cannot make 
me waver, Burkhard. I came to this 
conclusion many months since, but I 
could not summon courage to see you 
once with her. She is better than she is 
reputed, and she loves you.” 

Burkhard used all his eloquence to 
shake her purpose : who had ever made 
Leonie change her mind ? They talked 
during the greater part of the night, and 
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Burkhard often wept. For the moment 
It seemed to him that he hated Wilma, 
because she was tearing Leonie from 
him ; and his noble, unselfish wife never 
seemed more precious in his eyes. Yet 
she put it in the light of a duty before him 
that he should care for the perpetuation 
of his name ; and she concluded her ar- 
guments with the remark, “ and I do not 
think that you need proof of how dear a 
child of yours can be to me.” 

• The following day Wilma was an- 
nounced; and before Leonie had time to 
rise, the young girl stood before her, and, 
drawing a stool to her side, said, “ I 
want to thank you for my lovely ride of 
yesterday. I was perfectly happy.” 

“ Dear child,” said Leonie, “ are you 
not always bright and happy ? ” A deep 
blush suffused Wilma’s cheeks as she 
replied, “ As much so as possible, I 
take pains to be sOt” 


Digitized by Coogle 



78 


A Heart Regained. 

“ But were your heart content, it would 
require no pains.” 

“ My heart ! Do you, then, believe 
that I possess one ? Hardly any one 
else gives me so much credit.” 

“ For a long time I believed that your 
heart slumbered ; now I know that it is 
awake, and lives, and suffers.” Wilma 
looked startled ; but Leonie continued 
quietly, “ Promise me that when your 
heart is satisfied, you will be a good wife, 
and never think that you can love too 
much.” 

“ I never intend to marry.” 

“ Do not say that, dear child. Heaven 
may take you at your word, and fulfil 
your wish.” 

“ Heaven forbid ! ” 

“ Heaven is often nearer than we 
think, and often it is closed before 
w^e know it. In either case must on<; 
have patience,” 
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At this moment Burkhard came in with 
a hurried step, and seemed transfixed as 
he perceived Wilma. She, however, 
rose, and, going towards him, said, “ I 
came to return thanks for my nice ride. 
My brother scolded me, and papa threat- 
ened to imprison me in my room ; but I 
told them under whose protection I was, 
then I could laugh at them, and, as 
usual, I gained the victory.” 

These last words were like a burning 
iron to Leonie ; nevertheless, she said 
smilingly, “ You must always gain the 
victory, dear child.” 

A few days later the whole neighbor- 
hood was excited by the report that 
Burkhard and Leonie were seeking a 
separation. All kinds of rumors were 
rife, the most dramatic scenes pictured, 
and Baldo’s origin once more canvassed. 
Altogether, there was a general excite- 
ment, in which the parties most con- 
cerned seemed the least interested. 
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Burkhard and Leoniewere often seen 
going together to Altwehringen, which 
was being furnished with the belongings 
of the latter. She always looked kind 
and smiling, he sad and troubled. 

Wilma alone suspected the true state 
of things, and she trembled to think of 
the final result. She either sat in deep, 
moody thought, or talked wfith nervous 
rapidity. One day her brother said to 
her, “ I cannot rid myself of the idea that 
you are to blame for all this, and that 
you will now have it in your power to 
marry this man.” 

“ Yes, that I will.” 

“Then I would not like to be in your 
place.” 

“ But I will have him,” replied Wilma 
slowly and deliberately. 


CHAPTER IV. 

ALTWEIIRINGEN. 

The snow lay deep on hill and dale, 
and dark and gloomy frowned the ruined 
castle which had once been the centre 
of festivity. The lights were all extin- 
guished, save in the corner tower, 
whence shone a single lamp. At times 
a shadow could be seen as if some one 
leaned against the casement, then as 
though a hand were raised to brush away 
tears ; and again the falling snow veiled 
all from outside observation. 

Within, however, a homelike scene 
presented itself. From the walls, well- 
selected pictures looked down on luxuri- 
ous furniture and rich carpets ; a soft 
divan, covered with a Persian rug, was 

8i 
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drawn up before the bright fire ; the 
tables were covered with books, and in 
the corner stood a well-filled bookcase. 

At a writing-table sat Leonie ; it was 
the identical table at which she once read 
the warning letter. Again she read and 
re-read as before, but it was no letter 
now, but a newspaper ; and, instead of 
stern decision, tears filled her eyes and 
streamed down her face unheeded. 

She read the description of Burkhard’s 
and Wilma’s wedding, and prayed, “ My 
God, graciously accept my offering. 
Let not my sorrow and sacrifice be vain. 
Grant him sons.” 

The newly married couple were glow- 
ingly described. Wdlma was likened to 
an apparition from another world, capti- 
vatingly beautiful in the charming timid- 
ity which people discovered in her for 
the first time. The assembled company 
was distinguished and numerous ; for 
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although many had shaken their heads, 
and were shy of Wilma for months, few 
felt they could brave the displeasure of 
Burkhard, or dispense with his powerful 
influence. 

“ Good God ! grant that she may 
love him,” sobbed Leonie. “ If she but 
love him, I can welcome loneliness as a 
punishment for not having pleased him, 
and for my selfish grief for the child.” 

The poor, according to the account, 
had not been forgotten; the bride had 
ordered a Christmas festival for the chil- 
dren of the parish. Toni alone was 
absent : he had gone as page with 
Leonie, and had assisted her in making 
preparations for the poorest children of 
the village, to whom she had given 
music, presents, and supper. 

Of the village Christmas there was, of 
course, no mention in the papers, nor 
of how on Christmas morning Leonie’s 
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pew in the old church was trimmed with 
evergreens, nor of how the venerable 
pastor had thanked God for having sent 
them a ministering angel. They told 
of the banquet which had been tendered 
to the newly married pair, and of their 
departure for the South. 

The rich fur mantle of the bride was 
described ; but it was not told how, on 
being seated in the carriage, she threw 
herself into her husband’s arms, exclaim- 
ing that she was the happiest woman 
in the world, nor how a momentary 
thought of Leonie had sent a fleeting 
shadow over Burkhard’s brow, which 
filled Wilma with uneasiness and jeal- 
ousy. 

How peaceful the pure, cool snow- 
flakes seem in comparison to the odor- 
ous, luscious orange-blossoms which 
surround the bridal pair ! Leonie in 
imagination saw them in Sorrento, or 
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perhaps in Genoa, on their way to the 
Riviera. 

It seemed to her as if she remembered 
having once had youth and passion her- 
self, which had been trodden down and 
frozen, — as if she had not -had a cold 
nature ! Even now when she thought 
of those orange-blossoms, and of Burk- 
hard’s blue eyes, her heart beat quickly ; 
but she said to herself, “ It was your own 
doing ; you preferred to suffer rather than 
to make others suffer, now bear it ! ” She 
arose, put a log on the fire, and, drawing 
her spinning-wheel to her, took a book 
on her knee to read while she spun, as 
was her wont ; but soon the wheel stood 
still, and the open book lay unheeded. 
Leonie gazed at the fire, which was send- 
ing up so many sparks, — useless sparks. 
Outside, flake upon flake, flake upon 
flake had fallen, until the whole world 
seemed wrapped in a bed of down, mak- 
ing Altwehringen look very peaceful. 
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The room door opened, and Toni ap- 
peared, rolling a small table towards his 
mistress, on which the tea and thin sand- 
wiches looked appetizing ; but Leonie’s 
thoughts were so busy, she heeded not 
the singing, kettle or the sparkling logs. 
She had the fitful appetite of the lonely, 
and often forgot to eat, of which Toni was 
so aware that he was in the habit of com- 
ing in a second time, and announcing that 
tea was served, which made Leonie smile, 
and induced her to eat. But her ima- 
gination pictured cool ices eaten by the 
shores of the Mediterranean, and wafted 
the perfume of roses brought to her by 
Burkhard on their Southern trip. 

Toni took the almost untouched meal 
away, and scolded the cook for not mak- 
ing something that his “ dear lady could 
eat ; ” at which she grew indignant that 
her cooking should be judged by the 
amount eaten or left. Leonie withdrew 
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to her bedroom, which was maiden-like 
in its simplicity ; and, as she let her long 
hair fall around her, she looked like a 
young girl. 

In due time March, with its snow- 
storms, passed away, and spring ap- 
peared, clothing the beeches with their 
tender green, and the oaks with their 
swelling buds, and filling the woods with 
sweet songsters. One fine morning a 
mounted messenger brought the follow- 
ing note : — 

“With your permission I shall take a cup of 
tea with you this evening. 

“ Burkhard.” 

The note trembled in Leonie's hand, 
and she wrote the hasty reply, “ Heartily 
welcome.” 

She would like to have written more, 
but could not. What was there, indeed, 
to write? 
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She laid aside her usual black dress, 
and put on the white cashmere which he 
used to admire. She looked like a 
bride as she hastened hither and thither, 
making every thing look bright, and 
drew the most comfortable armchair to 
the chimney-corner, and went out to 
look for the earliest snowballs. 

A rider came quickly up the hill ; and 
with a beating heart, but a cool exterior, 
she went to meet Burkhard, and, greet- 
ing him with the words, “ God bless you, 
my friend.” held out her hand, which he 
kissed. He seemed more aged than the 
eight months since she had seen him 
would warrant. Some silver threads, 
even, were visible in beard and hair, and 
the veins of his forehead swelled as 
she addressed him. 

He offered her his arm, and led her 
towards the tower-room, saying, “ I 
dared to come, for I could not bear to 
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think that I was eternally banished from 
the roof which sheltered my guardian 
angel.” 

She answered, “I promised to'be al- 
ways your friend. Why, then, should 
you hesitate to come ? ” 

“ What a heav'^enly peace reigns 
here ! ” he sighed, as he looked around 
the room sadly. 

Leonie’s heart seemed to stand still 
at the possible thought that he was not 
happy, but she said gayly, — 

“ Is it not so ? As if with an old 
friend shut in from the world. Now 
tell me of Italy and of Wilma, while I 
make the tea.” 

The word “ Wilma ” came so naturally 
from her lips, Burkhard looked at her 
in astonishment. .She, however, was 
busy with her tea preparations, which 
helped to conceal the trembling of her 
hands. 
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“ The journey was somewhat fatig- 
uing,” he said, as he dropped into his 
chair, 

“ And now I suppose you find much 
to occupy you on your return.” 

“ Of course one cannot remain so 
long away from home without being 
punished, and now we have all those 
visits to receive. It is astonishing how 
much company we have at Grossheim- 
bach, — almost too much.” 

“ But that is all necessary with a large 
circle of acquaintance, and in order to 
c.\tcnd your influence.” 

“ Oh, my God ! I have delegated my 
influence.” laughed Burkhard. 

“But why so?” asked Leonie, with 
an increased feeling of anxiety. 

“Other hands now hold the sceptre 
like a May Queen, and I am not neces- 
sary. 

“ I would not entirely abdicate. That 
may be imprudent.” 
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“ Oh, I have become very imprudent. 
I do not think it worth the trouble to 
assert my authority. One must not be 
too imperative : you are thought much 
more agreeable and amiable if indiffer- 
ent,” Burkhard said cynically. 

Every word was like a blow to Leonie. 
What had come over her proud Burk- 
hard ? And the worst was, he seemed 
unconscious of the change which had 
come over him. She tried to make him 
interested by asking if he had made 
many interesting acquaintances in Italy ; 
to which he answered languidly, “ Not 
exactly interesting, at least they failetl 
to interest me. I fear that I am very 
prejudiced, and have taken a narrow 
view of life.” 

Leonie remembered her travels with 
him in Italy, and how he had been such 
an intelligent cicerone, and had intro- 
(luc'*d her to so many who had left a 
deep impression. She said merely, — 
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“ Of course a long residence in the 
country tends to decrease one’s interest 
in society ; its general topics pall on us 
for want of habit, and its aims seem of 
little consequence.” 

“ After all, what is of consequence in 
life ? Every thing seems hollow and 
trifling to me.” 

Leonie could not trust her ears. 
What had made a, cynic of this jovial, 
happy man ? Could it be possible that 
she had wrongly estimated his character ? 
.She continued to talk, but did not dare 
any further mention of Wilma, since he 
avoided the subject so persistently. Fi- 
nally he stood up, and asked, — 

“ May I come sometimes ? ” 

“ Always.” was the answer. 

He kissed her hand, and was soon 
galloping down the hill ; and Leonie’s 
eyes followed him until he was out of 
sight. Then she sat long staring at the 
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spot where he had stood, and wonder- 
ing if he were unhappy, or if it were 
possible that the sacrifice she had made 
was vain. No, no ! she would not admit 
the thought, or invoke such spectres. 
She walked out on the balcony, from 
which she gazed on the moon reflected 
in the water of the moat, and on the 
surrounding mountains rising in mighty 
silence. The river at the foot of the hill 
ran on and on, and the bats were dart- 
ing in and out of the old chimney-stacks. 
She watched the moon’s lights and 
shadows chase each other on the gray 
walls, until such a restless homesickness 
took possession of her, she wished for 
wings. But alas, alas ! wherefore wings ? 
They would only have to be clipped, and » 
forbidden to fly ! 

Summer brought numerous guests to 
Altwehringen, the greater numb('r out 
of curiosity to see how the still young 
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woman contented herself in her owl’s- 
nest. They found her always cheerful ; 
generally surrounded by the poor and 
sick, to whom she had grown the beloved 
physician. The reputation of her numer- 
ous cures had become so extended that 
she was left but little rest, the afflicted 
from the farthest villaires cominof to soli- 
cit her help. The pastor found her his 
never-failing stand-by. They became the 
closest friends; and, by their practical 
assistance and advice, the poor soon 
learned industry, and by intelligent 
farming and thrift to materially increase 
the value of their little holdings. She 
established a sewing-school in which the 
girls learned to make and mend their 
clothes. 

From early until late, Leonie was 
busy ; but whenever a certain horse’s 
tread was heard, every thing was laid 
aside, and a careful toilet and hospitable 
welcome made the dear rider happy. 
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Once he said, “ It is inexplicable to 
me why there is now so much sympathy 
between us who at one time seemed to 
have nothing" but misunderstanding.” 
“The simple explanation is, that for 
some time an unspoken reproach con- 
tinually kept us apart.” 

“It was I.” replied Burkhard, “who 
was at fault, and deserved the reproach.” 
“ I am not so sure of that,” said 
Leonie thoughtfully. “ I had lost the 
path which led to your happiness, and 
could recover it only by a resolute step, 
hard to take.” 

“The path to my happiness, Leonie. 
is it recovered ? and where is yours ? ” 
“Mine? Oh, that does not matter. 
It was my right to accomplish your hap- 
piness, and, had it cost me my life, my 
friend ” — 

Burkhard interrupted her. and said 
with a deep sigh. “ Leonie, I shall never 
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forgive myself for having accepted such 
a sacrifice.” 

“ Nonsense, nonsense ! ” replied the 
trenerous-hearted woman. “ I am con- 

rent." 

“ Because I am not able to make you 
suffer any more,” added Burkhard bit 
terly. 

“ Rather, because I am no longer a 
burden or an obstacle to your happiness, 
Burkhard.” 

“ O Leonie, God alone knows which 
has been in fault ! ” 

She felt her lips quiver ; but she bit 
them, and said cheerfully, — 

“ I claim the rifjht of havintj been a 
helpmate. Providence forbids criticism ; 
and since 1 have assumed a little of that 
character, I insist that my dispensations 
be accepted without murmur.” 

“ But,” objected Burkhard. in a half 
sad tone, “ Providence cannot suffer.” 
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“ And who says that I suffer ? ” asked 
Leonie. 

He arose, took both her hands in one 
of his, and, stroking them gently, said, 
“ Here I see the marks of martyrdom.” 

She drew her hands away, saying with 
a laugh, “ Rather, the marks of years ; ” 
and then she commenced to speak of 
her flowers. 

Some inquisitive friends happened in 
on such a scene ; and, far from having 
the discretion to retire, they informed 
the whole neighborhood of how Burk- 
hard had kissed her hands, and of how 
she called him her friend, and looked 
so youthful and dignified in his pres- 
ence ; also, what respect he showed 
her. Further, they told of how, on their 
boasting that they themselves had not 
set foot in Grossheimbach, she reproved 
them, saying, “ Whoever loves me will 
not delay going there ; how is it possible 
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that a state of things brought about by 
myself could cause me pain ? ” 

Years passed. Burkhard began to 
grow gray, and yet no heir blessed his 
house. In his visits to Altwehringen he 
rarely spoke of Wilma. Others, how- 
ever, were only too happy to bring news 
of her, telling how she was the social 
sun towards whom all turned ; how she 
daily grew more beautiful and also more 
extravagant ; how her husband humored 
ever)^ whim, while she seemed so radi- 
antly happy as to excite general envy. 

The absence of an heir was much 
discussed ; for in that case the prop- 
erty would pass to distant relatives, and 
Wilma would be left very little. This 
state of things seemed to cost her no 
thought ; she was the leader of all gayety, 
while Burkhard often looked weary. He 
had lost much of his former influence by 
shirking duties and being indifferent to 
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public questions in which he used to 
take so active a part, 

Wilma’s rooms were beautifully fur- 
nished, but showed no evidence of in- 
dustry, with the exception of a small , 
easel standing by the window, at which 
she painted flowers with a good deal of 
talent ; and in this way she took part 
in many benevolent societies at whose 
bazaars her work was purchased at large 
prices by her many admirers. 

Grossheimbach was much changed, 
more so than Altwehringen, whose new 
mistress’s taste harmonized so completely 
with its characteristic (juiet. 

One autumn day, as Leonie was re- 
turning from some of her sick-calls, she 
noticed how the weather was changing. 
Thick mists arose from the river, and hung 
like white sheets on the castle walls. 
She had always had a great partiality 
for fogs ; they threw weird shadows 
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on rooms and pictures, outlined the 
shapes of the battlements, and, in clear- 
ing away, left great tear-drops clinging 
to the gray stones like dewdrops on 
tropical plants. 

The spiders were busily weaving their 
webs and throwing filmy bridges from 
stem to stem, and the moist atmosphere 
hung diamonds from the tiny structures, 
and the whole colony of workers, great 
and small, toiled on. Leonie leant out 
of the window to observe the industrious 
creatures, lost in admiration at the per- 
fect network which marked the track of 
their spinning feet, when she was sud- 
denly conscious of the approach of a 
horse. In the ne.xt minute her room 
door was thrown open, and Toni ushered 
in Wilma, looking frightened and anx- 
ious. At a loss to jmagine her business, 
Leonie went to meet her visitor ; but 
before she could speak, Wilma knelt 
before her, saying, — 
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“ Forgive me ! Oh, forgive me ! I 
have done you a great wrong, and with- 
out your forgiveness Heaven will not 
bless me.” 

“ Dear child,” said Leonie softly, as 
she raised the young woman from the 
floor, “ what has happened ? Have I 
ever reproached you ? Did I not always 
believe that you would make Burkhard 
happy ? What, then, have I to forgive ?” 

“But I have not made him happy,” 
sobbed Wilma. “ He is so changed. At 
first I did not notice it, until I heard 
others say it. Now I am all anxiety, 
and yet I do not know what to do. He 
loves you much better than he does me, 
at which I do not wonder.” 

Leonie smiled, and, gently drawing 
her into the bedroom until they both 
stood before the mirror, said, “ Only- 
look.” 

Wilma saw herself in her brilliant 
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beauty and youth, standing beside a 
woman in middle age, on whose brow 
life’s struggles had furrowed deep lines. 
She turned to Leonie, and threw her- 
self into her arms, saying passionately, 
“ Teach me a little of your magnanim- 
ity of soul, only a little. Teach me how 
to make him happy.” 

“ You hav^e not fulfilled your first 
duty,” said Leonie: “you have given him 
no son.” 

“Too late, too late ! ” groaned Wilma. 
“ Has he unburthened his heart to you 
and complained ? ” 

“ Burkhard ? I think he would cut 
out his . tongue, rather than find fault 
with you, dear child. It was entirely my 
own suspicion, that perhaps his child- 
lessness grieved him sometimes.” 

Leonie had poked the fire, and taken 
her accustomed place at her spinning- 
wheel ; and Wilma knelt on the carpet 
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beside her. The sunlight through the 
window, and the flames from the fire, 
encircled both women with a halo of 
light, as the one with earnest eyes 
seemed to hang on the words which fell 
from the lips of the other. The elder 
knew human nature too well to weary 
with useless preaching. In a sweet, 
motherly manner she gave her young 
companion truly practical advice ; and the 
latter, who had never known a mother’s 
care, cried, “ Oh, why did I not come 
here sooner ? And when I think of how 
I worried him with my petty jealousy all 
these years ! I always knew of his rides 
here, and always made scenes before 
and after ; but he was as firm as a rock. 
I might scold and pout ; it was all use- 
less when you were in question. Some- 
times he observed complete silence ; but 
when he spoke he said, ‘ Wilma, on this 
subject alone you cannot alter me ; in 
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all things else you are my spoiled child.’ 
rhen I concluded that he loved you 
better than me. Lately he became very 
angry at one of these scenes, and said, 
‘ Wilma, God will punish you for this. 
Did you but know the saint of Altwehr- 
ingen, you would kneel down before 
her. You are not worthy of the sacri- 
fice which she has made for you.’ I 
never saw him so e.\cited, and his anger 
frightened me. I was completely over- 
come, and determined to see you ; and 
now his words have proved true. Your 
countenance makes me feel so ashamed 
of myself, that I must fall on my knees 
before you. Oh, how wretched I am ! 
How wretched I am! How miserable 
I have made him ! I cannot understand 
my own blindness. I was jealous from 
the beginning, that I could not efface 
)OLi from his memory'. Forgiv^e me, and 
teach me how to win him back, and how 
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to atone for all those years that he 
has been so patient with all my moods. 
What a wasted life ! ” 

Leonie felt each word as if it came 
from her own lips. In her egotism, 
Wilma did not realize what pain each 
confession of hers was inflicting on this 
lonely woman, whose strong will, how- 
ever, controlled her aching heart, and 
who now acted wflth the judicious mild- 
ness of the best of confessors, as though 
she herself were entirely out of the 
question. 

Thenceforward Wilma was even a 
more frequent visitor than Burkhard 
himself ; until one day the latter came, 
looking younger than he had for a long 
time, and saying, “ Wilma sent me to 
tell you that she does not feel equal to 
coming to-day,” he took Leonie’s hands 
in his, and kissed them, adding, “ Leonie, 
you have made me happy.” 
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AT REST. 

Summer had passed, and again autumn 
had come; and Leonie had sewed indus- 
triously the whole evening. 

A white silk-lined basket filled with 
dainty garments stood before her ; little 
shirts of finest linen, made with the skill 
of practised fingers ; soft socks with blue 
ribbons. “ Blue for a boy, pink for a 
girl,” murmured Leonie to herself, as 
she smiled sweetly over her labor of 
lov^e. Then she stood up, and raised a 
towel which covered a beautiful cradle 
made of blue silk and white lace, with 
embroidered pillows, and white quilted 
cashmere coverlet, — all her own work, 
for she wished that none other should 
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make these preparations for the long- 
wished-for baby. 

Wilma was a great sufferer ; and Burk- 
hard was untiring in his attentions, read- 
ing aloud to her for hours tales of the 
simplest character, for all others tired 
her in her weak condition. He coaxed 
her appetite, and joked away her regrets 
that she had lost her good looks, and 
resorted to every expedient to while away 
the time that hung heavy upon her. 

While Leonie stood before the pre- 
pared cradle, her thoughts wandered to 
Friedlein, until the long-dried-up tears 
found again their wonted courses. Time 
was effaced, and once more she lived 
that awful night when the first doubt of 
her husband entered her heart, and when 
Providence had sent her a son. She 
forgot that Baldo would have grown to 
manhood ; and, thinking of “ her baby,” 
she wrung her hands, and threw herself 
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on her knees by her bedside praying, 
“ My God ! Hast thou always been my 
guide ? Have I always obeyed thy laws, 
or have I not rather followed my own 
will? If my sr^crifice has been pleasing 
to thee, let my trial end, and take me to 
thyself.” 

Overcome by weariness, she fell asleep 
while still on her knees, and dreamed of 
a spring storm, and of repeated knocking 
at her door. She awoke, and smiled at 
finding herself so, but was frightened by 
an unmistakable summons to the door, 
and hearing her maid, who appeared 
ghastly pale, say, “ A man on horseback 
has just brought this letter.” 

Leonie opened it, and read, — 

“ For the love of God, come. Burkhard has 
been taken suddenly ill, and is continually calling 
for you. 

‘‘ Wilma.” 

She ordered the carriage, dressed 
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herself quickly, directed what was to be 
sent after her, and stood at the castle- 
gate before the horses were ready. 

The lonely ride through the dark night 
was made still longer by her impatience 
to arrive. She now entered, for the first 
time since the separation, the house of 
which she had once been mistress, and 
was met in the hall by a servant, of 
whom she inquired all possible partic- 
ulars. 

The lips and hands of the faithful old 
man trembled as he answered, “ I don’t 
know what is the matter. The master 
appears so strange. He has not been 
well for some time, but laughed when 
any one spoke of sending for the doctor, 
until yesterday, when his chest was so 
oppressed he could hardly breathe, and 
he coughed continually.” 

He lighted her up-stairs, and without 
hesitation she went to her former room. 
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As she entered, Wilma arose, and sobbed 
out, “ They will not tell me the truth, 
but I know the trouble is in his lungs.” 

“Is that you, Leonie ? ” gasped the 
sick man, as he lay propped up with 
pillows, and begging for air. 

Leonie hastened to his side ; and he 
continued, holding her hand, “ I knew 
you would come. I cannot die with- 
out you.” 

“But who speaks of dying?” she 
said in a re-assuring tone, while the great 
tears stood in her eyes. She rested on 
the bedstead, and drew Wilma forward, 
saying, “ There, rest there. You must 
not excite yourself so.” 

Wilma hesitated until Burkhard said, 
“ Do what .she tells you, — do what she 
tells you. She will be a better pilot than 
I have been.” 

Notwithstanding the best of care, the 
sickness gained ground. Leonie under- 


Digitized by Google 


At Rest. 


1 1 1 


stood this from the second day. The 
evening of the third day, Burkhard asked 
Wilma to leave him a little while ; and 
when she had gone out of the room, he 
turned to Leonie, and said, “ Be her pro- 
tector, and the guardian of my son, — 
and forgive, — I beg, forgive me my 

• M 

Sin. 

He opened wide his arms, and drew 
her to him, as if lent new strength. 
But a fresh fit of coughing came. Wilma 
was summoned, and she could scarcely 
restrain a cry of terror as she noticed 
the death-hue upon his cheek. 

Leonie placed her in his arms ; but he 
had no w'ord for her, and his dying gaze 
was fastened on Leonie, who smiled on 
him as long as he could see. Then she 
gently closed his eyes, placed the faint- 
ing Wilma on a sofa in charge of the 
doctor and nurse, who gently bore her 
from the room of death. 
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I'he door closed, Leonie abandoned 
herself to unrestrained grief. Taking 
the beloved head in her arms, and cover- 
ing it with kisses, she cried and sobbed, 
“ Mine, mine ! ” She rubbed the dear 
hands, as if to bring back the warmth, 
and pressed a handkerchief to her own 
lips to stille the cries which would come, 
riie long-repressed torrent of her love 
burst forth with a passionate force, now 
that he could not be aware of it. In that 
hour the crushing sorrow of a whole 
lifetime swept over her soul like a wild 
hurricane. 

The pillow on which the dead man lay 
was wet with her tears, and his hands 
were warm with the warmth of her clasp, 
but his features lay cold as marble ; and 
at length she was completely exhausted 
by the violence of her grief. She re- 
proached Heaven for not granting her 
prayer to let her die with him. But life 
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still ran lustily in her veins, and Fate 
had yet work for her to do. 

A knock was heard at the door ; and, 
going hastily to open it, she met the 
tloctor, who had come to tell the grave 
apprehensions which he entertained for 
Wilma. She went hastily to the latter’s 
room, and there found her in bed sur- 
rounded by her relatives, whom Leonie 
now saw for the first time, and who 
naturally looked at her with mistrustful 
glances. Wilma threw her arms round 
her neck, crying like a helpless child. 
“ Leonie, darling Leonie ! My sister, 
my mother, stay with me, I beg ! ” 

Leonie quickly perceived how neces- 
sary she was, and remained, showing the 
strength of manly firmness and the love 
of womanly tenderne.ss, until her pres- 
ence at Grossheimbach seemed as neces- 
sary as if she had never left it. 

For six long weeks of su fieri ng the 
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poor young widow seemed to barely 
exist, until, on Christmas Eve, the near 
approach of motherhood gave her new 
life. All night long Leonie held her in 
her arms, as though she would impart to 
her some of her own strength. As the 
morning broke, and the infant wail was 
heard, she cried joyously, “ Wilma, your 
child lives.” 

“ She lives,” said the physician. 

“ A daughter ? ” inquired Leonie. 

He nodded, and all were silent. 

Wilma’s lips became ashy ; she 
stretched out her arms, moved her 
head, so as to rest it on Leonie’s 
bosom, moaned, “ Good-night. I want 
to go to sleep,” and — died. 

A<rain some one knocks. 

Eighteen years had passed. Spring 
was once more showering her radi- 
ance and sweetness and beauty over 
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Altwehringen. Leonie sat at the church 
organ, with snow-white hair, and her 
eyes raised to the bright young creature 
who stood beside her, warbling joyously 
Bach’s Whitsuntide cantata. 

“ No, Mona, that is not just right. 
Here you must sing lower.” 

“ O mother ! how can I sing low, 
when my whole soul is bursting forth ? 
I cannot restrain my voice. — My faith- 
ful heart, sing ! rejoice ! ” 

The glorious anthem rang through 
the church, and winning blue eyes that 
so strongly resembled Burkhard shone 
deep and true. Leonie smiled. If the 
young throat delighted to pour forth 
joy, the aged eyes loved to witness it. 

“ Have I tired you ? ” asked the young 
girl, as she pressed the white head to 
her breast. “ O mother, do not say that 
you are weary this glorious morning ! ” 
“ No, my child ; but remember the 
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beautiful book which is awaiting us, and 
which we found it so hard to leave.” 

“ Oh, Michael Angelo ! grand Michael 
Angelo ! Mother, does it not seem like 
being back again in Florence and Rome, 
when we read his life ? How happy we 
are, mother dear ! ” 

“ Yes, my child, very^ happy.” A 
saintly smile illuminated Leonie’s coun- 
tenance as she answered. 

The two tall, slender figures left the 
church, and mounted the path leading 
to the castle, greeted reverently by all 
whom they passed. 

“ Toni,” called the young girl to the 
corpulent liveried waiter, “ the butter- 
flies are out, the thrushes are nesting, 
and a sparrow flew over my head to- 
day.” 

“ And Minka has pups,” added Toni. 

“ No ! How many ? Are they prett)' ? 
Are they spotted ? Are they fat ? Is 
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Minka contented ? ” This volley of ques- 
tions assailed Toni, before he could say, 
“ But nine are entirely too many to leave 
with Minka.” 

“ Oh, but Toni, you must not drown 
them, you must not drown them ! I will 
tell you what we can do. We will get a 
goat, and make her lie down and suckle 
five of them.” 

Mona rushed to Leonie, and .said, 
“ Mother, can we not hire Ammi’s goat 
for Minka’s pups ? We will pay her well, 
and she will be delighted. Do you 
consent ? ” 

“ But, Mona, what will Ammi’s chil- 
dren do?” 

“ We shall send them cow’s milk, 
mother. May we ? ” 

Without waiting for an answer, she 
was soon on her way to the village ; and 
a quarter of an hour later she returned 
with a child leading a goat, which, in a 
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droll way, she introduced to Minka as 
her wet-nurse. 

Later, Leonie sat at her spinning- 
wheel, Mona beside her with an open 
book on her knee, when the latter sud- 
denly raised her head, and said, “ Mother, 
must I marry' my cousin at Grossheim- 
bach ? ” 

Leonie stopped her work, and asked 
quickly, “ Who said so ? ” 

“ My cousin himself. He came close 
up to me with his stupid face ; and when 
I withdrew as far away as I could, he 
followed, and said, ‘ The most sensible 
thing we can do is to get married, little 
cousin.’ I answered, ‘ Very well ; if you 
will remain at Grossheimbach, and leave 
me with mamma at Altwehringen, I think 
it is the most sensible thing.’ Then he 
laughed one of his silly laughs, Ho-ho-ho! 
and I slipped by him, and, making him a 
courtesy, said, ‘ Good-by, Mr. Husband, 
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always remain sensible,’ and I ran away. 
You understand, mother, when I marry, 
it will not be because it is sensible, but 
because I love, and love him as much as 
I do you. Even then, how could I leave 
you, mother ? I am the battlements 
round about you.” 

The young girl knelt before Leonie, 
and hid her brown curls in her lap. 

The next morning, Mona was seated 
on the top of a high wall. A mandolin 
hung by a red ribbon from her neck, 
and while her fingers improvised a sweet 
air her little foot beat time. Then she 
sang an Italian pastoral, ending with a 
birdlike trill so long and clear it seemed 
as if her breath were inexhaustible. 

She did not suspect that beneath her 
a traveller stood, and, by means of a 
field-glass, observed every movement of 
her countenance and throat as, clearly 
as the fluttering of a bird. 
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He had supposed himself in an aban- 
doned vineyard, and that the old castle 
was uninhabited, and had just arranged 
his book to sketch, when the young 
singer attracted his attention. At first 
he was frightened at her dangerous 
position : then as song after song came 
rtoating on the air, he stood transfixed 
until a full low voice called, “ Mona ! ” 
“Yes, mother,” sounded from above ; 
and like a young chamois Mona leaped 
from stone to stone, using her hands to 
pull a straggling vine and wind it around 
her head, until she stood face to face 
with the stranger, who raised his hat, 
and said, “ Young lady, can you tell me 
to whom this ruin belongs?” 

“ To my mother.” 

“ Do you often visit the charming 
spot ? ” 

“ No, we live here.” 

The stranger stepped back, exclaim- 
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ing, “ Live here ! I would not have 
supposed it possible. Only as a sum- 
mer residence, no doubt ? ” 

“ We remain here also in winter, 
except when we go to Italy.” 

“ In this lonely spot ?” 

“ Oh, we are never lonely. In the 
first place, mother and I are always to- 
gether ; then we have the pastor, and the 
poor people, and all the animals.” 

The strano-er laimhed with such a 

o 

musical laugh which lighted his eyes and 
countenance. Mona could not but be 
pleased as he said, — 

“ Then the nightingales must have 
been your singing teachers.” 

“ Perhaps so when I was a child ; but 
as I grew up my mother taught me, and 
I had a master in Italy.” 

“Were you there long?” 

“ Two years.” 

“ What pleased you most there ? I am 
positive 1 know.” 
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“ First the Moses, the Christ in the 
Vatican, then the Medici chapel in 
Florence. Shall I tell you what pleased 
me in Italy? Every thing.” 

“ Mona ! ” again called a voice. 

“May I continue to sketch?” asked 
the artist. 

“ Oh, certainly. I shall ask mamma.” 
“ Many thanks. I shall take the lib- 
erty of paying my respects to your 
mother.” 

“ Good-by, then,” and the lithe figure 
disappeared. The stranger went directly 
to the pastor to inquire about the inhab- 
itants of the castle, and, on hearing their 
histor}', begged to be presented to them. 

As Mona came along the terrace, she 
seemed so thoughtful Leonie asked, — 

“ What is the matter, child ? ” 

“ I was thinking of Italy.” 

“ Did those songs lead your thoughts 
there ? ” 
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“ Yes, at first ; then I met a stranger, 
I think a painter, who was speaking of 
it. He seemed so much astonished 
when I told him the castle belonged to 
my mother. You should have seen his 
face, and when he laughed it was in a 
minor key. He seemed so different 
from other people.” 

“ Have you been long speaking with 
him ? ” 

“ Oh, no ! you called me just then.” 
Leonie looked anxiously into the 
sweet face, and said, smiling, — 

“ It would be too bad if travellers 
should take it in their head to come 
rummaging in our old ruin.” 

“ Mother, not if they were nice ! ” 

“ With whom one could speak about 
Italy. Is it not so ? ” 

Mona laughed, and said, “And to 
whom one could sing in church.” 

“ Perhaps he would not listen to us.” 
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“ Mother, no one with such a laugh 
could be unmusical, — trust me.” 

The day following this conversation, 
the pastor brought the young artist to 
the castle, and introduced him as “ Graf 
Burkhard Liegenau.” 

Leonie could not hear the name pro- 
nounced without a deep impression, and 
a single look at her child showed how 
she was pleased with the visitor. 

Love-making in Altwehringen, and a 
wedding in the little church suggests a 
romance of itself ; and when such a being 
as Mona is in question, it needs not 
even such poetic surroundings. 

“ Mother, he has told me that he loves 
me. Do you know what that means ? 
It is as if the sun shone on a little leaf, 
and made it a tree. Mother, do you 
understand ? ” 

“ Yes, child, I think I understand.” 

“ Mother, if he ceased to love me, I 
would rather die.” 
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“ One is not always able to die, child." 
“ O mother, how could I live without 
love ? Oh, no ! you do not understand.” 
“ Perhaps not, dear.” 

“ And, mother, when he called me ‘ his 
all,’ my heart leaped, and I trembled.” 
On the day of the wedding, Leonie 
said to the young bridegroom, “ Promise 
me to be ever true to my child, to remem- 
ber your vow ; for, oh ! you know not 
what it is to break a loving heart ! ” 

Mona looked a very angel of beauty 
as the carriage, covered with a shower 
of rice and flowers, bore her and her 
husband away. Leonie went to her 
lonely room, and, falling before the chair 
where her own Burkhard had last sat, 
she prayed, “ Good God, my last trust is 
fulfilled. Take me, I have waited so 
long ! ” 

The strong woman’s prayer was heard. 
P'or the first time she was unable to 
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rise from her bed, and the pain in her 
heart increased so much that those 
around her determined to send for the 
young couple. For weeks and months 
she suffered uncomplainingly ; and Mona 
showed her the love and tenderness of 
a devoted daughter, in which Burkhard 
united with the affection of a true son. 
He lifted her carefully, was always ready 
to read to her, and in every thing so 
vied with Mona in nursing that Leonie 
declared those were the happiest days of 
her life. Her bodily suffering was often 
almost unbearable ; but, true to her 
nature, she used every effort to conceal 
it. To see her, her snow-white hair like a 
nimbus of glory around her spiritualized 
face, and to hear the precious words of 
love and sympathy for the young lives 
beside her, one would hardly believe 
they were witnessing the death-bed of a 
martyr. 
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One clay as she sat with her hand in 
that of her son-in-law, listening to Mona’s 
clear young voice, she said to him, “ It 
grieves me deeply that I was obliged to 
recall you from your travels, and now 
have to keep you here from your own 
home ; ” to which he answered, “ Dear 
mother, we thank God for every hour he 
allows us to be near you.” 

As Mona watched beside her one 
night, she said, “ Mother, can I not call 
my child Leo, or Leonie ? I pray that it 
may inherit your brave soul.” 

She did not understand the strange 
expression that came over her mother’s 
face, for she was ignorant of the past. 
Leonie’s eyes grew larger and larger as 
they retraced the thorny path of life, and 
the heart-strings seemed to tighten as 
the word “childless” came to her lips 
like a ghost that had dogged her every 
step in life. She smoothed her brow, 
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smiled, and said, “ Promise me, my child, 
that children will ever be a blessing to 
you, and that each ne\v-comer will have 
the welcome of the first.” 

The aged pastor visited her often, and 
went away from each visit consoled and 
strengthened. 

“ I have wandered through the shad- 
ows of death,” she would say, " but 
they have conducted me to heaven. 
Now all is clear. At first I murmured 
because I had to live; now I know' that 
it was that I should live for Burkhard 
in his child. Now the darkness is dis- 
pelled, and I go forth into the light. 
No more doubt, no more trouble. Now 
I feel that God has accepted the sacrifice 
of my life, by the peace which he has 
granted me. Heaven must be very 
beautiful if man must suffer ” — 

An agony interrupted her speech, but 
she drew forth a small casket on which 
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was written “ Remembrance,” and gave 
it to the pastor. 

Turning to Toni, she said brokenly, 
“Go — serve Mona, and her child — 
tell them of — of — Friedlein.” The 
faithful Toni’s tears prevented his an- 
swering. 

As the sun was going down, a won- 
derful light shone on her face as she 
cried, “Mona! Do you not hear some 
one knocking ? ” Mona opened the door, 
and said, “ No, mother, no one knocks.” 
Again her countenance lighted, and she 
murmured softly, “ Some one is knock- 
ing. — Yes, I come. Burkhard ! Fried- 
lein ! The)’ are all there, and heaven is 
open.” 
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ceniat humor, vivid word-painting, accurate information, and practical “ wrink- 
ICS.” A classic by reason of the esteem in which it is held by yachtsmen, and 
as a literary production equal to anything of the kind in the .Anglo-Saxon 
tongue. 


Publishers, 

Cupplea and Hurd, Booksellers, BOSTOhl. 
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Important New Books 


A New Book by W. H. H. Murray. 

DAYLIGHT LAND. The experiences, incidents, and adventures, humorous 
and otherwise, which befell Judge John Doe, Tourist, of San Francisco; 
Mr. Cephas Pepperell, Capitalist, of Boston ; Colonel Goffe, the Man 
from New Hampshire, and divers others, in their Parlor-Car Excursion over 
Prairie and .Mountain ; as recorded and set forth by W. H. H. Murray. 
Superbly illustrated w ith 150 cuts in various colors by the best artists. 

Contexts: — Introduction — The Meeting — A Breakfast — A Veiy Hopeful 
Man — The Big Nepigon Trout — The Man in the Velveteen Jacket — The 
Capitalist — Camp at Kush Lake — Big Game — A Strange Midnight Ride 
— Banff — Sunday among the Mountains — Nameless Mountains — The Great 
Glacier — The Hermit of Frazer Canon — Fish and Fishing in British Colum- 
bia — Vancouver City — Parting at Victoria. 

8vo. 350 pages. Unique paper covers, #2.50; half leather binding, $3.50. 

Mr. Murray has chosen the north-western side of the continent for the scene 
of this book ; a region of country which is little know n by the average reader, 
but which in its scenery, its game, and its vast material and undeveloped 
resources, supplies the author with a subject which has not been trenched upon 
even by the magazines, and which he lias treated in that lively and spirited 
manner for which he is especially gifted. The result is a volume full of novel 
information of the country, humorous and pathetic incidents, vivid descriptions 
of its magnificent scenery, shrewd forecasts of its future wealth and greatness 
when developed,' illustrated and embellished with such lavishness and artistic 
elegance as has never before been attempted in any similar work in this coun- 
tiT; 

ADIRONDACK TALES By W. H. H. Murray. Illustrated, tamo. 
300 pages. $1.25. 

Containing John Norton’s Christmas — Henry Herbert’s Thanksgiving — A 
Strange Visitor — Lost in the Woods — A Jolly Camp — Was it Suicide? — 
The Gambler's Heath — The Old Beggar’s Dog — The Ball — Who was he ? 

Short stories in Mr. Murray’s best vein — humorous; pathetic; full of the 
spirit of the woods. 


HOW DEACON TUBMAN AND PARSON WHITNEY KEPT 
NEW YEARS, and other Stories. By W. H. H. Murray. i6nio. 
Illustrated. $1.25. 

A HEART REGAINED. By Car.men Svi.va (Queen of Roumania). 
Translated by Mary A. MtTCHELL. Fcap. 8vo. Clotlu $1.00. 

A charming stop- bv this talented authoress, told in her vivid, picturesque 
manner, and showing how patient waiting attains to ultimate rew ard. 

Cupples a Hit Hurii, ‘ '‘’’'‘i^okl'ciurs, BOSTON. 

Library Agents, 


Important New Books. 


JOHN BROWN. By Hbr.mann Vo.n Houst, author of “Constitutional 
History of the U nitcd States,” &c., together with an introduction and appen- 
dix by Frank P. Stearns, a poem by Mr. Wason, and a letter describing 
John Brown's grave. Illustrated. i6mo, gilt top. $1.50. 

This book, the author of w hich is so well known by his “ Constitutional His- 
tory,” and by his biography of John C. Calhoun, cannot fail to be of interest to 
all students of American hi.story, who appreciate a calm, impartial criticism of 
a man and an episode which have been universally and powerfully discussed. 


MARGARET ; and THE SINGER’S STORY. By Effie Douglass 
Putnam. Daintily bound in white, stamped in gold and color, gilt 
edges. i6mo. 1^1.25. 

A collection of charming poems, many of which are familiar through the 
medium of the magazines and newspaper press, with some more ambitious 
(lights, amply fulfilling the promise of the shorter efforts. Tender and pastoral, 
breathing the simple atmosphere of the fields and woods. 


AROUND THE GOLDEN DEEP. A Romance of the Sierras. 
By A. P. Reeder. 500 pages, izmo. Cloth. #1.50. 

A novel of incident and adventure, depicting with a strong hand the virile life 
of the mine that gives its name to the story, and contrasting it with the more 
refined touches of society in the larger cities ; well written and interesting. 


SIGNOR I. By .Salvatore Farina. Translated by the Baroness Lange- 
NAU. izmo. Cloth. $1.25. 

A dainty story by an Italian author, recalling in the unioue handling of its 
incidents, and in the development of its plot, tlic delicate charm of “ Marjorie 
Daw.” 


MIDNIGHT SUNBEAMS, OR BITS OF TRAVEL THROUGH 
THE LAND OF THE NORSEMAN- By Edwin C<k>lidge Kim- 
ball. On fine paper, foolscap 8vo, tastefully and strongly bound, with 
vignette. Cloth. 51.25. 

Pronounced by Scandinavians to be accurate in its facts and descriptions, 
and of great interest to all who intend to travel in or have come from Norway 
or .Sweden. 


WOODNOTES IN THE GLOAMING. Poems and Translations by 
Marv Morgan. Square i6mo. Cloth, full gilt. #1.25. 

A collection of poems and sonnets showing great talent, and valuable transla- 
tions fiom Gautier, Heine, Uhland, Sully-Prudhomme, Gottschalk, Michael 
Angelo, and others. Also prose translations from the German, edited and 
prefaced by Max Muller. 


Cl'pples and Hurd, ' ’‘‘^’'Bjokse'iurs. BOSTON. 

Library Agents:, 
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Imporiiint Nen' Boohs. 


RALPH WALDO EMERSON, Ph. i.osoPHER A\D Seek. ,\n Rsliniate 
of Ills Character and Genius. I!y .\. 1 !ronso.\ .\lc«tt. 

H’ith portraits au<i other illustraiicHS. Foolscaii octavo. Gilt top. #1.50. 

One httutired eoptes wilt t'O /printed on turner and finer f>nfir^ S 7 'o^ suitable 
for the insertion of extra illustrations. Bound in Koxburg/t, gUt tofi. Brit c 
to Snbseribers, ?j.oo. 

A book about Kmcrson, written by tlie one man who stixid nearest to liiin of 
all men. It is an original and vital coninbution to Emersonm ; like a portrait 
of one of the old masters painted by his ow n brush. f/« I'ress. 

UEBMA.V GBIMAm irOA'AS. 

THE LIFE OF RAPHAEL ar. rhown in his principal works, from the 
German of IIek.man Grimm, 'ulhor of “The Life of Michael Angelo,” 
etc. H'lth froutisfieee, after Braun, of the recently disc onered portrait, 
outlined by Raphael in chalk. Cr. 8vo. Cloth. $2. on. \Nearty ready 

ESSAYS ON LITERATURE. From the German of Hkrma.w Gkimsi, 
uniform with “The Life of Kapliacl.” New and etdarged edition, care, 
fully corrected. Cr. 8vo. Cloth. #2.00. 


B V f.4 MRS If. .y T.4 RK. 

ANTIQUE VIEWS OF YE TOWNEOF BOSTON. Hy James ll. 
Stark, .\ssisled by IJr. Samuei. Green’, Ex-Mayor of Boston, Libra- 
rian of the >fassacluisetts Historical Society; John Ward Dean, Libra- 
rian of the New England Historic Genealogical Society; and Judge 
Mbeebn Chamberlain, of the Public Library. An extensive and exhaust- 
ive work in J~S pages. Large quarto. Illustrated with nearly 2 C 30 full 
size reproductions of all known rare maps, old prints, etc. / -rot. 4 to. 
doth. Sb.CK). 

BERMUDA GUIDE. .A description of everything on or about the I!er- 
muda Islands, concerning which the visitor or resident may desire informa- 
tion, including its history, inlubitants, climate, agriculture, geology, 
govcmmenl, military and naval establishments. P.y James H. Stark. 
With Maps, Engravings and lO photo-prints. 1 vol. 121110, cloth, 
'57 PP- f2.n0. 

PAUL REVERE: Histoiical and f.egendary. Uy Elbridof. H. Goss. 
With reproductions of many of Revere 's engravings, etc. [In press. 

ADI RECTO R Y OF THE CHARITABLE AND BENEFICENT 
ORGANIZATIONS OF BOSTON, ETC, Prepared for the Asso- 
ciated Charities. 1 vol., ig6pp. i6mo. Cloth, fi,oo. 

I'nbtishers, 

Cubbies ami Himi, Booksellers, BOSTON. 
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Important Neu^ Books 


PROF. CLARK MURRAY'S tfORKS. 

SOLOMON MAIMON: An Autobiography. Translated from the (jcr- 
man, with Additions and Notes, by I’rof. J. Clark Murray, i vol. 
Cr. 8vo. Clotli. .to7 pp. ^e.oo. 

A life which fcrms one of the most extraordinary iiogra/hies in the history 
of literature. 

Tlie London Spectator says: “Dr. Clark hfurray has had the rare good 

fortune of first presenting this singularly vivid book in an English translation 
as pure and lively as if it were an original, and an original by a classic 
English writer. 

fieorge Eliot, in “ Daniel Dcronda,” mentions it as “ that wonderful bit of 
autobiography — the life of the Polish Jew, Solomon Maimon ” ; and Milman, 
in his “ History of the Jews," refers to it as a curious and rare book. 

HANDBOOK OF PSYCHOLOGY. l!y Prof. J. Clark Murray, 
LL D., Professor of Mental and Moral Philosophy, M’Gill College, 
Montreal. Cr. 8vo. 2 j edition, enlarged and iinpro~oeii. #1.75. 

Clearly and simply written, with illustrations so well chosen that the dullest 
student can scarcely fail to take an interest in the subject. 

ADOP'lED FOR USE IN COLLEGES IN SCOTLAND, ENGLAND, 
CANADA, AND THE UNITED ST.ATES. 

Prof. Murray's good fortune in bringing to light the "Maimon Memoirs f 
together soith the imreasing popularity of his "Handbook of I’sychotogy," has 
attracted the attention if the intellei tnal world, .giving him a position 
with the tenders of thought of the present age. His writings are at once 
original and snggestk’e. 


AALESUND TO TETUAN. P-y Chas. K. Corning. A Volume of 
Travel. 121110. 400 pp. Cloth. $2.00. \Ready in September. 

TAni.K OF Contents. — Portsmouth — Isle of Wight — Channel Islands — 
Normandy — Nice — Monte Carlo — Genoa — Naples and its ICnvironments — 
Rome — Verona — Venice — Norway — Sweden — St. Petereburg — Moscow — 
Warsaw — llcrlin — Up the Rhine — Barcelona — Valencia — Seville — Cadis 
— Morocco — Gibraltar — Granada — Madrid and the Royal Wedding — Bull 
Fijjhts — F.scurial — Biarrits — Bordeaux — Paris. 


TAPPY’S CHICKS: or. Links Between Nature and Human Nature. 
By Mrs. George Cum.ES. Illustrated. i6mo. Cloth, #1.25. 

The tenderness and humor of this volume are simply exquisite. — A'. /’. 
Whipple. 

The title is altogether too insignificant for so delightful and valuable a wo'k 
— .S'/Vero/or (Loudon). 

It is not merely a work of talent. Hit has repeated strokes of undeniable 
genius. — George Maidonatd. [In preparation. 


Fublishers, 

Clippies and Hurd, nookseitcrs, BOSTON. 
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Important New Boohs. 


THOM^S CARLYLE’S COUNSELS TO A LITERARY ASPI- 
RANT (a Ilithsrtj Unpublished Letter of 1S42), and What Came ol 
Them. With a brief estimate of the man. By Jame.? Hutchi.vsox Stir. 
:.ING, LL. D. lamo, boards, 50 cents. 

Hives a side of the nigged old Scotchman which will be new to most readers. 
It shows that he wa.s not always gruff and bearish, and tliat he could at times 
think of somebody beside.s himself. Thi letter it one lohUh every young man 
w'lj has a leaning towards literary work will read and ponder over. 


SOCIAL LIFE AND LITERATURE FIFTY YEARS AGO. 

i6mo, cloth, white paper labels, gilt top. $1.00. 

By a well-known litterateur. It will take a high place among the literature 
treating of the period. A quaint and delightful book, exquisitely printed in the 
Pickering style. 


CIVILIZATION IN THE UNITED STATES. «y Matthew 

Arnold. And Other Essays concerning America. i6mo, unique pajicr 
boards. 75 cents. Cloth, uncut, $1.15. The cloth binding matches the 
uniform edition 0/ his collected works. 

Comprises the critical essays, which created so much discussion, namely, 
“( leneral Grant, an Estimate.” “A Word about .America,” “.A Word more 
about .America,’’ and “Civilization in the United States.” 

**• This collection gathers in the great critic’s /rijf contributions to literature. 


LEGENDS OF THE RHINE. From the German of Prof. Bernard. 
Translated by Fr. Ar.nold. Finely Illustrated. Small gto. Cloth. 

.An admirable collection of the popular historical traditions of the Rhine, fold 
with taste and picturesque simplicity. [In press. 


A SELECTION FROM THE POEMS OF PUSHKIN. 

Translated, with Critical Notes and a Bibliography. By Ivan Panin, 
author of “Thoughts.” Foolscap 8vo. Unique binding. $2.00. 

The first published translation by the brilliant young Russian, Ivan Panin, 
mIiosc lectures in Boston on the literature of Russia, during the autumn of last 
year, attracted crowded houses. 


WIT, WISDOM, AND PATHOS, from the prose of Heinrich Heine, 
with a few pieces from the “ Book of Songs ” Selected and translated by 
J. Snodgrass. Second edition, thoroughly revised. Cr. 8vo, 338 pji. 
Cloth, #2.00 

“.A treasure of almost priceless thought and criticism.” — Contemporary 
Ses>L~iv. 

_ . rublishers, , 

Cvpples and Hurd, Booksellers BOSTON. 
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